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On the Cover... 

Christ knows that a cover-shot like this 
month’s can be a bitch to execute. But our 
Director of Photography, James Baes, isn’t 
the kind of guy who'd leave anyone 
hanging. Sure it was tough nailing this one 
down, but James has always risen to the 
occasion. It’s one of his redeeming 
qualities. You see, at HUSTLER we believe 
in baring our crosses gracefully. 
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THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO LARRY 


THE PRESIDENCY: 
PM STILL IN THE RACE 


the United States. Many of you may have heard 

that I withdrew from the race. This is untrue. I 
admit that I contemplated running for the House of 
Representatives or the Senate because I felt my life 
would be in less danger in Congress than as President. 
But I have now concluded that I must ignore such a 
risk and move forward. We as a nation simply cannot 
wait any longer for badly needed social reforms in the 
areas of health, education and welfare, as well as 
changes in foreign policy. If it costs me my life, so be 
it. [have always felt that what we pay for with our lives 
costs very little. 

The reason I am so confident about being elected 
this country’s next President is that I, more than any- 
one else, am aware of the enormous amount of grass- 
roots support I have throughout this land. I ask those 
of you who might doubt the success of my bid for the 
Presidency to take a poll in your community-then de- 
cide for yourself. People may not agree with every- 
thing I say, but at least they know I mean it. And I 
doubt that anyone will question my commitment and 
my dedication to the principles upon which this na- 
tion was founded. 

Some of my Christian friends say to me, “Larry, | 
could vote for you if you would stop publishing 
HUSTLER. It is so degrading and represents every- 
thing that is wrong with this country.” ‘To these peo- 
ple and others like them I say, “Vote for my oppo- 
nents. If you think they represent what is right in 
America, I don’t want your vote.” 

The biggest problem that the religious zealots have 
with HUSTLER is the fact that we publish nude pho- 
tographs. My response to them is quite simple: If the 


Jecc: reaffirm my candidacy for President of 


human body is obscene, complain to the manufac- 
turer—not to me. Our bodies are God-given; whatever 
we do with them is our own business and not up to the 
likes of Jerry Falwell. Sex was meant to be enjoyed to 
the fullest extent as long as it takes place between con- 
senting people. Since the beginning of time the Fal- 
wellians of the world—or should I say the do-good- 
ers—have attempted to control us by controlling our 
sex lives. These religious fanatics may have kept us 
feeling guilty about our sexual impulses for thousands 
of years, but the time has finally come for us to take 
charge of our own lives, and we are doing just that. 
The people of this Earth will no longer tolerate Big 
Brother in their bedrooms. 

HUSTLER has always been in the forefront of the 
battle for individual freedoms, advocating the unre- 
stricted right of free choice. That is what democracy 
is all about. We simply cannot have freedom for some 
and not for others. if these types of freedoms do not 
exist for some of us today, they may not exist for any 
of us tomorrow. 

Sexual freedom is as inherent a right as the free- 
dom to worship as we choose. As your President, | 
would not compromise either. If the Catholics want to 
worship the Pope’s bathwater, so be it. If HUSTLER 
readers want to worship pussy as I do, so be it. God is 
within all of us, and the greatest gift She gave us is 


sex—for what would life be without it? 


Co-publisher & Editor 
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STEROIDS 


Going for the gold in 1984. 


To our Olympic athletes it means 
going for one inch more... . one 
second less. Calling up the 
strength and skill they've spent 
years training for. To do it, they're 
going to need some help. 


And they'll be getting that help 
from steroids. 


Because, as an unofficial 
participant in the 1984 Olympic 
Games, we'll be helping our team 
by giving them more stamina and 
endurance to put more gold on 
their chests. 


But the real competition comes 
later. That's when our team has to 
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struggle through those blood and 
urine tests. Don't worry though. If 
the Soviet-bloc athletes can figure 
out a way to mask their drugs, so 
can we. 

Athletes and drugs. That's the 
kind of team effort we'll need if 
we want to win. 

Steroids. Proud participants in the 
1984 Olympic Games. 
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SHOW & TELL 


ur May issue features what is certain to be one of the most con- 
troversial pictorials ever to run in this or any other magazine. 
In this month's CELEBRITY PHOTO-FANTASY award-win- 
ning actor/producer and former Evangelist MARJOE GORT- 
NER-a close friend of LARRY FLYNT who's had a strong im- 
pact on his life—provides his daringly erotic interpretation of the 
Last Supper and Crucifixion. Be forewarned that many readers 
may find these photos objectionable. ‘To those people we quote 
Marjoe: “If these pictures offend you, then you have an obligation 
to close the magazine and not look at them any further.” 

As for religious reality, during the week that followed Flynt’'s an- 
nouncement of his born-again conversion back in November 1977, 
another personal friend of his—veteran political writer RUDY 
MAXA-was on hand to chronicle the events as Larry rearranged his 
life according to what he perceived to be the dictates of God. Re- 
cently, Maxa went back over his notes to write LARRY AND THE 
LORD: THEN AND NOW, in which he relates his experiences with 
Flynt during what the journalist describes as “one of the strangest 
weeks of my life.” A former columnist for the Washington Post and 
correspondent for Cable News Network, Maxa currently works as 
senior writer at The Washingtonian magazine and hosts a talk show ev- 
ery Saturday on WRC-AM in the nation’s capital. Master artist REN WICKS, 
who recently finished ad campaigns for NBC-TV and Walt Disney Produc- 
tions, provided the illustration for this exclusive report. 

Another personality whose public and private life was as turbulent as 
Flynt’s remains to this day is the late movie star Marilyn Monroe. In 
MY SECRET LIFE WITH MARILYN MONROE, actor TED H. JORDAN-| 
her long-time lover and confidant—gives an unabashed account of their rela- 
tionship from the time he met Marilyn at her first modeling job in Holly- 
wood to the night of her untimely and mysterious death. Jordan gives us an 
intimate look at her brief and troubled life, her animal passion for sex, her 
battle with alcohol and drugs, and her urgent yet fruitless search for love. In 
recent years Jordan has made guest appearances on Dallas and T. J. Hooker, 
devoting most of his time to the completion of his manuscript for the forth- 
coming book from which this article was excerpted. TIM HUHN, a native of 
Seattle, Washington, and graduate of the California College of Arts and 
Crafts in Oakland, rendered the illustration. 

In this month's Sex Play writer JEFFREY RESSNER explores the contro- 
versial subject of SEX AND PORNOGRAPHY. Can X-rated videos bring 
new life to a ho-hum marriage? Is our taste for porn becoming more and 
more hard-core? Do potential sex offenders actually “let off steam” by read- 
ing explicit sexual material? Find out as Ressner clears away some of the fog 
surrounding the issues of censorship, obscenity and community standards. A 
former Associate Editor at HUSTLER, Ressner now works as contributing 
editor to the L.A. Weekly and West Coast Bureau Chief for Cash Box, a trade 
paper of the music industry. MIGUEL CASTILLO, former Associate Art Di- 
rector at our sister publication CHIC, contributed the art for “Sex 
and Pornography.” 

In May's Guest Editorial, THE BULLET THAT REALLY KILLED 
JOHN KENNEDY, medical illustrator HAROLD A. RYDBERG 
from the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill's School of 
Medicine describes how he found himself in the middle of the assas- 
sination controversy when he was ordered by the Navy to prepare 
life-size color drawings of the fatal bullet wounds that would estab- 
lish the direction from which Kennedy was shot. Rydberg sheds 
some much-needed light on the actual circumstances surrounding 
the autopsy and discloses shocking facts that indicate the govern- 
ment isn’t telling us the truth about Kennedy’s death. 

Also not to be missed is an exclusive HUSTLER photo-feature, 
SONDRA LOCKE: DIRTY HARRY’S DIRTY GIRL, in which Clint 
Eastwood's lover and frequent co-star appears in explicit photos of 
a torrid lesbian love affair from a rarely seen film. 

‘Though warmer weather is just around the corner, springtime nights can 
still be a little too cool for comfort. We can’t think of a better way to take the 
edge off the chill than to curl up with your honey and a copy of this month's 
HUSTLER. Buta word of caution: The May issue is so hot, it might even give 
you a touch of spring fever! <& 
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THE WORLD OF HUSTLER 


HUSTLER Co-publisher and Editor Larry Flynt has learned about the American legal system first- 


hand in recent months. But even behind bars, Mr. Sleaze is still the big cheese in HUSTLERland. 


he wheels of justice poeos exceedingly 

slow... especially for Larry Flynt, who’s 
experienced heavyhanded hassles with the law 
of late. Mr. Sleaze-after a 60-day stay in the U.S. 
Medical Center for Federal Prisoners located in 
Springfield, Missouri-was returned to Los An- 
geles, whereupon federal Judge Manuel L. Real 
dumped another 15 months on him for spouting 
some “not-so-niceties” in court. Meanwhile, 
Larry is still calling the shots from a pay phone 
down the hall from his not-so-comfy confines at 
Terminal Island Federal Penitentiary. 


E; ven though Larry is behind bars, he hasn't 
discouraged his loyal employees from hav- 
ing a good time when not working on his maga- 
zines. Recently we had an opportunity to get to 
know some of the behind-the-scenes people who 
are responsible for the physical makeup of 
HUSTLER Magazine. These individuals do their 
masterful work of four-color separation and film 
stripping at Western Laser Graphics Inc. in 
Chatsworth, California (home of J.R.’s Cowboy 
Palace). Although Western Laser is equipped 
with the very latest high-tech-computer scanner 
equipment, our first interest after the long drive 
from HUSTLER’s headquarters in Century City 


to Western Laser’s plant was a more basic device-the party. And our hosts were ready with open arms and lots of deli- 
cious munchies to satisfy the potent HUSTLER partygoing staff. But we were disappointed to discover that the strip- 
pers out there don’t shed their clothes on the job. Nevertheless, we tip our glasses and fold our pages in thanks to own- 
er Ron Philibert, Production Manager Andy Brown and the rest of the hardworking Western Laser clan for throwing 


an unforgettable bash and helping make 
HUSTLER the unsurpassed best-looking 
men’s magazine in the world. @ 


Western Laser stripper Erik Van Der Zalm (1) shows indy Brown (r.) and HUSTLER’s James Stagnitta 
the HUSTLER gang the finer points of his trade. (2nd from r.) check proofs with some colleagues 


Western Laser owner Ron Philibert poses with three of {t colorful reception it’s difficult to separate the Managing Editor N. Morgen Hagen holds the 
HUSTLER’s lovely ladies as Keith Meredith stands by. HUSTLER and Western Laser Graphics staffers key to Chatsworth at Western Laser’s bash 
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“A hustler 
knows what 
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Allow 4-to-6 weeks for delivery 
of first issue and T-shirt 


F.S.C., Inc 
P.O. Box 67068 
Los Angeles, CA 90067-9944 


BACK-DOOR COUPLE: 
I am really impressed with HUSTLER 
Magazine, especially your photo-sets. In 
the March ‘84 issue, Camp Grenada was a 
good couple pictorial. | think you should 
use the same models for a layout on.anal 
intercourse in an upcoming HUSTLER. 
It would be great to see the lovely red- 
head take that enormous cock up her tiny 
ass. The expression on her face when that 
dick was rammed up her rear to the hilt 
would be worth a million. So I hope to see 
it in a future issue. 
Name Withheld by Request 
Richmond, Kentucky 


TORAH TWANGER: 
Bambi Goldberg: Menachem Begin's God- 
daughter Nude! (February '84) was excel- 
lent. When I saw her photos and read the 
copy, Lalmost creamed in my jeans. I want 
her to know that she’s got a pretty pink 
snatch and that I'd love to twang her To- 
rah. I'd bet she tastes as sweet as sugar, 
and her cunt is as soft as velvet. I especial- 
ly loved the picture in which she’s stand- 
ing in thigh-high boots, her firm tits and 
pretty pink nipples sticking out. She pro- 
jects a grace and beauty I’ve never before 
seen in a woman. 
Way to go, Bambi. You're my kind of 
lady. —Randy Barker 
Frankfort, Kentucky 


MORE FRAULEINS: 
Puss ‘n’ Boots in your March ‘84 issue is 
the most exciting photo-set I’ve ever seen 
in HUSTLER. Go out and find more Ger- 
man girls like the luscious Katrina to pose 
for you. They can’t be beat. 
Phil “Mad Dog” Minsky 
Van Nuys, California 


BLOND PLEASERS: 


I just looked at the February ’84 issue of 


HUSTLER, and I must say I was quite 
pleased. I will admit I am not a regular 
reader of your magazine, but when I saw 
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your lovely blond covergirl, Diane, I just 
had to purchase it. 

When I got to Sandi (another blonde- 
they’re my favorites), I just came and 
came. You see, my fantasy is to meet a 
beautiful nude blonde on the beach and 
fuck her insane. I thought to myself, San- 
di will never be beat; those juicy thighs and 
squeezable tits... . 

After recovering from Sandi, I pro- 
ceeded onward to the pictorial Fruit of the 
Gawds. This time it was (wo beautiful 
blond women. I must admit you fooled 
me. Such gorgeous tits, bodies and legs— 
and my favorite of the two also has quite a 
packed cock. It was totally unbelievable. 

Thank you for opening up a new di- 
mension and for the lovely pictorials. I 
will be looking for more of these blondes 


Puss ‘n° Boots 


in HUSTLER. Who knows? The next girl 
I pick up might look like one of them. 

—Peter Root 

Buffalo, New York 


DEAR HUSTLER: 

From the best bisexual lover to the very best 
sleaze magazine: Thank you for a job well 
done on your she-male pictorial in the 
February ‘84 issue (Fruit of the Gawds). 
Seeing a layout like that in your magazine 
is like getting the best of both worlds. If 
you keep them coming, you'll definitely 
keep me cumming! 

Also, what happened to Honey? If you 
don’t bring her back soon, I may have 
Honey withdrawal—along with several mil- 
lion other guys and gals. -Paul B. 

Portland, Oregon 


Glad you liked Fruit of the Gawds. As for 
Honey, she’s on vacation-but should be back 
in all her glory shortly. 


Over the past few years | have occasional- 
ly picked up a copy of your publication at 
the newsstand. It until after I 
viewed the December '83 and January 84 
issues that I decided to get off my ass and 
subscribe to America’s best magazine. 

It is great to live in a country where 
there is a publication such as yours. | 
agree that we don’t have a totally free 
press (yet), but hardly anyone else will 
even begin to tackle the subjects and peo- 
ple that you have. It is really depressing 
living here in the Bible Belt (home of 


wasn't 


13 


straightness), looking at some newsstands 
that carry Playboy, Penthouse, etc., but are 
afraid to carry HUSTLER. All I can say to 
them is, “Eat shit, kissasses.” They are as 
bad as our “religious friends” who act as if 
they are doing something wholeheartedly 
but actually are just hypocrites. Why do 
they even bother carrying such mags if 
they won't carry the daddy of them all? 

At least now with a subscription I won't 
have to worry about getting HUSTLER 
each month. 

The Vicki Morgan Sex Tapes in your De- 
cember °83 issue was a masterpiece. I es- 
pecially loved the one with Jerry Falwell. 
Of course, any attack on that son of a 
bitch is delightful. 

I just wanted to write to let you know 
you now have another faithful reader. 
(And for the record I am canceling my 
subscription to Playboy.) -Danny Walkup 

Murfreesboro, Tennessee 


TRASH? 

About your March '84 pictorial So Many 
Dykes... So Little Time directed by Screw 
publisher Al Goldstein: I thought it was 
disgusting, and it downgrades HUSTLER 
very much. I have been a faithful 
HUSTLER reader for the past two years 
and introduced the magazine to my fian- 
cée six months ago. We enjoy reading it 
very much, but when I saw that photo-set, 
I sure didn’t want her to see it. C'mon, 
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HUSTLER, keep that shit out of your 
mag. It was as disgusting as your article on 
VD (October °82). At least the piece on 
VD had a purpose. 

If you continue to print trash like So 
Many Dykes, | will refuse to purchase your 
magazine again. —Scott Marine 

Palm Springs, California 


THANKS, SCREW: 

Just felt it necessary to voice my support 
and admiration for this year’s HUSTLER 
and the noise you stir, Larry. HUSTLER, 
since you returned, is the only living men’s 
magazine within a market of poisonous, 
parasitic, corpselike monthlies; I find its 
slant of attack tasteful and logical. 

Even though I’ve seen my own material 
and that of friends jump out at me from 
the Bits and Pieces of HUSTLER and 
CHIC-either by imitation or direct pho- 
tostat (proof available)—I have the best of 
feelings. At least the message gets repeat- 
ed, and you've always given Screw just ac- 
knowledgement. Asshole of the Month is an 
adorable feature, but if you want to be- 
come a hero and savior to legions of 
writers and artists, you might consider a 
monthly media-watch indictment. Pub- 
lishers and Hollywood, record and TV 
execs are more likely to squirm when 
their crimes are reported in HUSTLER 
than politicians, who have less capacity 
for remorse. Publishing, for instance, 


draws more morally bankrupt no-talents 
than practically any other business, dam- 
aging the fiber and mental health of 
America. The frightening hypocrisy of 
Rolling Stone or the self-congratulatory, 
warped sense of importance of Esquire, 
for instance, would make excellent col- 
umns. I'd even write one! 

In any case, HUSTLER at the moment 
is the only mass-market magazine that jus- 
tifies cutting down trees. We even discuss 
it over our morning cornflakes here. 

—Josh Alan Friedman 
Naked City editor/Screw 
New York, New York 


ORBITING ASSHOLE: 
Congratulations for being the first to tell 
the world what Senator John Glenn is re- 
ally like. | hate the shit-for-brains space 
clown myself. Your assessment (Orbiting 
Asshole of the Century, January '84) had the 
impact of an atom bomb. It’s the best 
piece of its kind I have ever read. I have 
been a faithful HUSTLER reader since 
1977, and I think it’s the finest magazine 
on the stands. 

The Base Reality of American Politics was 
also great. It really fueled my belief that 
there is some truth in print. I say keep up 
the good—actually great—work. 

I wholeheartedly agree and support 
everything Larry Flynt believes in. I feel 
that the government is full of corrupt, bu- 
reaucratic assholes like Glenn. In addi- 
tion, I fully agree with all that was said by 
Mr. Flynt in his statement of reasons re- 
garding his candidacy for President of the 
United States (The Gospel According to 
Larry). 

I intend to vote for Mr. Flynt in Novem- 
ber '84. I believe in what he can do for this 
country. 

Bravo, Mr. Flynt. —Ed Palmer 

Bluffton, South Carolina 


BLACKS IN HUSTLER: 
I agree with the black man who comment- 
ed in the November '83 Feedback that he 
would like to see an all-black issue of 
HUSTLER but that “this will never come 
to pass because everybody knows that 
white boys got no balls.” This is a chal- 
lenge you should respond to, HUSTLER. 
Instead, your answer was a wimpish cop- 
out. So you finally invited a couple of 
black celebrities for interviews, and you 
promise a black centerfold in a couple of 
months? Big deal! You think some late- 
coming tokens will get you off the hook? 
I am a white woman who reads 
HUSTLER because my sexy black boy- 
friend buys it, and like the man said, 
“There's nothing in it for me” either. I 
keep watching and waiting and wonder- 
ing why blacks appear only in jokes, satire 
and cartoons. You claim these cartoons 
are intended to dispel stereotypes—but 


MAY HUSTLER 


a. 8 
oy ES 


. \ 
‘ Py WASAINE Tins Les 
“Gee ...1'd love to go to the drive-in, Tommy, but my dad has some, 
uh, extra household chores for me tonight.” 


you can’t claim that forever with nothing 
to back it up. The magazine is lily-white, 
with blacks used only as sexual objects (as 
in November 1983’s Kinky Korner) or to- 
kens. You comment on and for them, but 
when do you put them up front to speak 
for themselves—or in pictorials? 

Dick Gregory once made a comment 
about black people watching white people 
fuck. I asked my boyfriend about this; he 
has more faith in you than I do. He is still 
waiting for you to come through. 

I've been impressed in the past with 
your political exposés, but I’m beginning 
to think your politics are weird. You ac- 
cuse everyone else of hypocrisy, but you 
tend to respond to the same with childish- 
ness. I think you often play up to preju- 
dices, making bucks off the sickos. But 
when someone calls you on it, you say, 
“C'mon, give our readers more credit.” 
Now you have this anti- Toyota campaign, 
which is ridiculous. Why don’t you men- 
tion the nice people who brought us Hiro- 
shima? I have many relatives who work 
for the automobile industry in Michigan. 
The ones who haven't been laid off drive 
Toyotas to work. Either shit or get off the 
pot —Laura Hartwick 

Arlington, Virginia 


An all-black issue of HUSTLER is in the 
works. As for Toyota, fuck ‘em. I say buy 
American. —Larry Flynt 
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FLYNT FAN MAIL: 

I just read your March ’84 issue, and it isa 
killer! Your new look and defiant editorial 
stance are really coming together well. 
HUSTLER is consistently the most outra- 
geous magazine in print, which is the way 
it should be! On the other hand, it’s really 
too bad that you’re getting fucked by our 
so-called justice system. True justice only 
exists in schoolbooks. 

I would like to offer a suggestion 
though. Even with the ballsiest editorials 
around, HUSTLER was and is primarily a 
sex magazine. It seems now as if the pic- 
torials are given second billing; so it might 
be a good idea to add one more hot layout 
each month. Some of your recent spreads 
have been so good that they’re like honey- 
dripping cardiac arrests. 

I think the following two quotes apply 
to your situation: 

Jim Morrison said, “Whoever controls 
the media controls the mind.” Unfortu- 
nately, the moral charlatans who control 
our country’s media don’t think you be- 
long, which is why you are being constant- 
ly and ruthlessly persecuted. 

This is from Albert Einstein: “Great 
spirits have always encountered violent 
opposition from mediocre minds.” 

I'm sure you know that by now. 

Remember, Larry, they'll bring you 
down if you let them. Never give in, man. 
America needs you more than anybody 
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realizes. | admire any individualist who 

puts what he believes in to the ultimate 
test. Right now you top the list. 

—Chris Hussey 

Columbus, Ohio 


I would like to write to Larry Flynt. I 
know that he is behind bars. Could you 
please send me the address of the jail he is 
in. | have an important subject I need to 
write to him about. | —Collin McDonald 

Address Withheld by Request 


As this issue went to press, Larry was in custo- 
dy at the federal prison at Terminal Island, 
California. Mail for Mr. Flynt can be sent to 
the HUSTLER offices (2029 Century Park 
East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067- 
3054) and will be forwarded to him. 


BEAVER HUNT: 

I’m still getting a lot of responses to my 
Beaver Hunt picture in your December ’83 
issue. As a matter of fact, I had to get a 
telephone-answering machine to handle 
them all. If I picked up my phone every 
time it rang, I would never get off it. 

Thank you for this though, because it 
makes me feel really good to know I am 
appealing to so many men—and to women 
as well. I hope your magazine will never 
die. It would be a shame if it did. 

I have had some crank calls and some 
good calls, and I guess that comes with the 
territory. I am glad I sent my picture in. 
Thank you again. Love Always, 

—Bonnie R. Ciszek 
Vero Beach, Florida 


Isn’t it time for another issue of BEAVER 
HUNT? | like it the best. —Edgar F. 
Chicago, Illinois 


BEAVER HUNT #5 goes on sale April 10, 
1984. Check your local newsstands, or send 
$3.95 (plus $1 postage and handling per copy) 
to Flynt Distributing Company (P.O. Box 
67068, Los Angeles, CA 90067-9944). 


COCAINE BATTLEGROUND: 
I’ve read men’s magazines for 18 years, 
and I find your photos and articles to be 
the best. Your February ’84 article The 
Cocaine Battleground was especially in- 
formative. As an occasional sniffer my- 
self, I had no idea of the brutal murders of 
adults and children. I was appalled. Never 
again will that white powder go up my 
nose, nor will my money support the bru- 
tality of cocaine smugglers and dealers. 
I wish to thank you for an education I 
won’t soon forget. —Alan L. T. 
San Antonio, Texas 


Got a comment, suggestion or complaint? We 
want to hear it. Send your letters (preferably 
typed or neatly printed) to Feedback, HUSTLER, 
2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los Ange- 
les, CA 90067-3054. gu 


D.C. Lowdown 


Ted Turner’s Tomato 
and a Reagan Crony’s 
Political Hot Potato 
by Larry Flynt 


‘Playboy’ covergirl Liz Wickersham knows her way 
around the world of sports, showbiz and politics. 


At last check, Liz Wickersham was the hos- 
tess of Good News on Atlanta superstation 
WTBS. But the pretty protege of outspoken 
Cable News Network founder and Atlanta 
Braves owner Ted ‘Turner is still remem- 
bered for the impact she made in Washing- 
ton. Wickersham used to date Congressman 
Charles Wilson (D-Texas) and was ques- 
tioned regarding drug usage with him during 
a Capitol Hill investigation that ended last 
year. No charges were filed against Wilson or 
an ex-congressman with whom Wickersham 
also passed some leisure time—Barry Gold- 
water Jr. (R-California). 

How did Wickersham become so popular? 
Anyone who saw her in a revealing plum- 
colored undergarment on the April 1981 
cover of Playboy can understand her appeal. 
Wearing substantially more, the former Ford 
Agency model has been spotted on the arm 
of Frank Sinatra's broad-shouldered buddy 
Jilly Rizzo. And sometimes she travels with 
Turner himself-who hired Wickersham for 
his television station even though there was 
considerable staff resentment of her flimsy 
credentials. 

Despite his strong pro-family rhetoric, the 
married Turner is known by his fellow execs 
and by knowledgeable reporters to be one of 
the nation’s most dogged skirt-chasers. And 
he's done little to disguise his trips with 
Wickersham. Last spring, in the course of fol- 
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lowing him for an interview, writer Peter 
Ross Range was told by Turner's secretary 
that Wickersham would be accompanying the 
Mouth of the South on a journey to Las 
Vegas. “But that’s off the record,” the secre- 
tary admonished. 

Range later reported the conversation and 
also quoted a Turner Broadcasting Company 
executive who claimed he had been invited to 
the boss’s office to view “some extraordinari- 
ly personal videotapes of Turner.” Whether 
they would have gotten an X ora G rating is 
stilla matter of conjecture. 

* * * 

When he was an attorney in private prac- 
tice 13 years ago, Senator Paul Laxalt (R- 
Nevada) wrote a letter to the White House 
urging then-President Richard Nixon to re- 
lease former Teamsters Union President Jim- 
my Hoffa from a 13-year jail sentence for 
mail fraud and jury tampering. Laxalt, who is 
one of Ronald Reagan's closest friends, told 
Nixon he believed Hoffa was “a political pris- 
oner” and could not be “the criminal type so 
often depicted by the national press.” 

The “Dear President Dick” letter, which 
Laxalt wrote in January 1971, relied heavily 
on information provided by Allen Dorfman, 
a Chicago insurance executive and former 
‘Teamsters pension-fund consultant who was 
murdered early last year in gangland style. It 
was written the year after Laxalt decided not 
to seek a second term as Nevada's governor 
and a year before Dorfman was convicted of 
receiving a $55,000 kickback for arranging a 
$1.5-million loan from the Teamsters pen- 
sion fund. 

“The other day I had an extended discus- 
sion with Al Dorfman of the Teamsters, with 
whom I've worked closely the past few years,” 
the letter stated. “He described for me in de- 
tail the history of Jim Hoffa's difficulties with 
the Justice Department. This conversation, 
which described in detail the personal ven- 
detta that Bobby Kennedy had against Hoffa, 
together with other information provided 
me over the years, leads me to the inevitable 
conclusion that Jim is a victim of Kennedy's 
revenge. This, in turn, convinces me that 
through vindictive action he has been and 
continues to be a political prisoner.” 

Laxalt admitted to Nixon that most Presi- 
dents wouldn't “touch this case with a ten- 
foot pole. It’s simply too hot a political 


Relying on questionable facts, Senator Paul Lax- 
alt termed Jimmy Hoffa a “political prisoner.” 
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potato—but the Dick Nixon I know has the 
guts...to make the decision that should be 
made.” 

Iwo days before Christmas in 1971 Nixon 
commuted Hoffa's sentence on the recom- 
mendation of Attorney General John Mitch- 
ell and the federal parole attorney following 
pleas by Hoffa's lawyer, Morris Shenker. 
Hoffa disappeared in July 1975 and is pre- 
sumed to be dead. 

Laxalt’s office verifies the validity of the 


Richard Nixon commuted Hoffa's sentence, but 
the Teamsters boss disappeared without a trace. 


letter, but says that the Senator will have no 
comment. 
* * * 

There's always plenty of misbehaving go- 
ing on in the nation’s capital, but veteran 
Washingtonians usually try to keep it beneath 
the surface. So polite society was somewhat 
confused a few years ago when famed Water- 
gate sleuth Carl Bernstein openly escorted 
Margaret Jay, wife of the then-British ambas- 
sador to the United States, to social func- 
tions. After all, both were very married at the 
time—he to noted writer Nora Ephron. 

From London comes a recent newspaper 
report that may explain why Jay, at least, had 
few qualms about being seen painting the 
town on the arm of reporter Bernstein. It 
turns out that 342 years ago the nanny caring 
for the Jay children in Washington had a 
baby of her own. ‘The alleged father: former 
Ambassador Peter Jay. 

Jay's lawyers confirmed that he, in fact, is 
arranging for the financial security of the 
young boy. “Even if Nicholas is only his god- 
son,” read a statement from Jay's lawyers, “he 
would still wish to take a benevolent in- 
terest in his future, as he is fond of the child 
who has lived under his roof for over three 
years.” 

So reasonable, those British. 

Less civilized was the breakup of the 
Bernstein-Ephron marriage when Ephron 
learned of her husband's affair with Marga- 
ret Jay. For a thinly disguised fictional ac- 
count of that split, watch for the searing mov- 
ie Ephron is writing based on her best-selling 
novel, Heartburn. 


(For future Washington Daisy Chain columns, 
HUSTLER will pay $1,000 for every anonymous 
tip that appears in print. The confidentiality of tip 
sources will_be stringently protected by 
HUSTLER.) eS 
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You see people having fun. Don’t 
you want to join in? ACTAVIN- 
917” CAN PUT YOU IN THE 
CENTER OF THE EXCITE- 
MENT. Let's face it. People are 
attracted to people with energy. The 
most popular individuals have lots 
of friends, lots of fun and lots of 
energy. Because we all envy these 
naturally energetic few, sometimes 
in desperation we turn to harmful 
drugs, either prescription or “street 
drugs” (amphetamines, cocaine, 
speed, etc.). 


HOW IT WORKS 


You may not know it but all speed- 
related drugs work by stimulating 
portions of the brain and the nervous 
system, producing chemical chan- 
ges within the body to increase en- 
ergy creating activities. But these 
internal changes are induced by dan- 
gerous chemicals that produce pain- 
ful, harmful side effects. But now, 
you don’t have to take these drugs 
any longer. 


SUSTAINED ENERGY 
WITHOUT PRESCRIPTION DRUGS 


The most exciting new formula — a total comprehensive life stimulant 
ACTAVIN-917™ is the end product of years of intensive scientific 
research and study, spearheaded by the world’s major universities 

research that has isolated specific free-form amino acids, trace minerals 
and enzymes that can do some truly amazing and wonderful things. 
While the thrust of this research has involved catastrophic diseases 
(cancer, heart disease, arthritis), a byproduct of that research has been 
the discovery of compounds that can activiate the brain in the same way 
as prescription drugs BUT because the compounds are naturally 

occurring, there are no harmful, health threatening side effects. That's 
ACTAVIN-917™ — powerful, non-prescription compounds that get you 
moving and keep you moving. 


WHAT WILL ACTAVIN-917” DO FOR YOU? 


* Increase your mental clarity and alertness. 

* Turn on your creative juices. Work longer, be 
more productive and cut back on your appetite. 

* Produce the positive effects of cocaine and am- 
phetamines without harmful side effects. 

* Activate your mind and body while your energy 
level continues to soar. 

* Lets you feel the delight as your awareness grows 
and your senses expand into new realms. 

* Open up a new world of fun, pleasure and 

excitement. 


LIFE IS REALLY EXCITING * EXPERIENCE ALL OF IT * DON’T BE LEFT BEHIND! 


ACTAVIN-917" IS NOW AVAILABLE WITHOUT PRESCRIPTION! 


isn’t it About Time 


You Had Some Fut: 
ACTAVIN-917"— COMPREHENSIVE LIFE STIMULANT! 


SO EFFECTIVE 
YOU’LL NOTICE 
THE DIFFERENCE 
IMMEDIATELY: SO 
WONDERFUL YOU’LL 
WANT TO TAKE 

THEM EVERYDAY. 


The discovery of these natural ener- 
gizers may not be as important as a 
cure for cancer, but the research 
team at Robertson- Taylor knew that 
for thousands of tired, listless Amer- 
icans it was a revolutionary disco- 
very that means the return of energy, 
excitement and the joy of living. 


NOT AVAILABLE 
IN STORES 


ACTAVIN-917™ can’t be bought 
in any store. While we are in the 
process of arranging distribution 
through select pharmaceutical out- 
lets, it will be some time before 
ACTAVIN-917™ will be available 
at your local pharmacy. But you 
don’t have to wait. To receive ACTAVIN-917” now, order today. 
ACTAVIN-917™ will be shipped to you by first class mail, 48 hours 


after your order is processed. 


MONEYBACK GUARANTEE! 


ACTAVIN-917™ is covered by our no-nonsense moneyback guarantee 
and contains no fine print or misleading terms. If for any reason you are 
not totally satisfied with the remarkable results of ACTAVIN-917™, 
just return the unused portion for a full and prompt refund (including 
your $2.00 postage and handling). NO QUESTIONS ASKED. 


P.S. The next time you are in Florida, we cordially invite you to stop by our 
offices (the same address you mail your check to) and retail outlet to say hello 
and see what is being planned for future release. Or call us at (305) 763-5433 
where our trained customer service representatives are eager to answer any 
questions you might have. 
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BO ACTAVIN-917" (21 Tablets) $14.95 ........ 
CO ACTAVIN-917" (42 Tablets) $27.50 ........ 


y Add $2.00 Postage and Handling __ $2.00 _ 


Fotal. Amount Enclosed... .....0:¢:<:0:0:¢ «:p:0.0:0:0:0:9-93019 a es 
io Send check/money order (no C.O.D."s) or charge 0 Visa 0 MC 


q Acct. Exp. 

rf Name 

i Address. Apt.____ 
i City State Zip 


| Mail To: THE ROBERTSON-TAYLOR COMPANY ACTA all 
1110 West Sunrise Boulevard, Ft. Lauderdale FL 33311 
_ Repaid apa rutehyad paar aban Sal rdamtesper geist gle etm 


DEAR GRANNY 


ot a problem? You need some advice, 
{ but don't know where to turn? No mat- 

ter what the hassle-your girl and your 
best friend or your girlfriend and man's best 
friend-no problem! Dear Granny has an an- 
swer. It may not be the answer, but it will sure 
as hell be the kind of advice your mother never 
gave you-but probably should have! Send your 
questions, problems and tales of woe to: Dear 
Granny, HUSTLER, 2029 Century Park East, 
Suite 3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054. 


DEAR GRANNY: 
I have what I think must be a pretty com- 
mon problem. To put it bluntly, | want to 
fuck my aunt. She lives in the same house 
as I do, and | think I've fallen in love with 
her. Every night I have these incredible 
dreams about her, but I just don't know 
how to approach her. My family is very 
strict about sex (it’s never spoken of ); 
however, I think my aunt is a little 
more freethinking. Can you give 
me some advice on how to ap- 
proach her for sex? And is this 
really a common problem? 
—Relatively Horny 
Flushing, New York 


Dear Relatively: Honey, colds are 
common, but I wouldn't recom- 
mend them. Your letter is a perfect 
example of what can happen in a 
family that refuses to discuss sex. 
Your misguided lust for your aunt 
probablycomes from the fact that you 
haven't had experience with anyone 
else, and therefore you just became 
hard for the first woman you laid eyes 
on besides your mother. My advice to 
you, sweetie, would be to get out of that house- 
hold altogether and forget about your aunt ex- 
cept on Christmas and birthdays. 


DEAR GRANNY: 
When my wife and I first got married, she 
was really nice to me. But after a month 
she became hateful. It’s come to the point 
where she won't let me leave the house 
except to go to work, but she goes out 
without me all the time. In short, she’s 
turned into a real bitch. She says if I leave 
the house, she'll never speak to me, but 
I'm miserable. What should I do? I love 
this woman a lot and don't want to take a 
chance on losing her. ~Henpecked 
Smith, Kentucky 


Dear Henpecked: Honey, I know slugs with 
more spine than you've got. I hope your pecker 
isn't as limp as your will. The woman just 
wants a challenge; so stand up for your rights, 
and she'll come running. 


DEAR GRANNY: 
I get a hard-on almost instantly when | 
talk to or dance with a girl. Lately I've 
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been taking my cock out of my underwear 
and letting it rub against my pants as I 
walk through the office where I work. 
I've noticed that women who never spoke 
to me before are now saying hello. Do you 
think I'll be able to get more pussy this 
way? —Mr. Popularity 

Jacksonville, Florida 


Dear Mr. Popularity: This is a case of someone 
really being cocksure of himself. It’s certain, 
sweetheart, that you'll be fucking more ofien 
now. You've discovered the key to getting 
pussy-self-confidence. Letting your cock ride 
against your pants not only feels good, but 

italso makes you feel better about your- 
self. Women sense your increased 
pride and 


want to be with you. Keep up that attitude-and 
your cock-and you'll be surrounded by ladies. 
Then take control of the situation. Ask them 
out, invite them home and take them to bed. 
Remember, most women are willing-they just 
want the man to lead the way. 


DEAR GRANNY: 
I'm a 19-year-old girl who's been living 
with the same man for 4/2 years. We have 
a good relationship and an excellent sex 
life. The only problem is that I can't seem 
to get pregnant even though I'm not us- 
ing any type of birth control. My period is 
very irregular, and eight months out of 
the past year I didn’t have one. I'm also 
very worried because I always have bad 
cramps. I want to go to a doctor, but my 
boyfriend won't let me. He says I don’t 
need to. What should I do? 
—Something’s Wrong 
Reynoldsville, Pennsylvania 


Dear Something's Wrong: Honey, unless 
your boyfriend is a doctor, he shouldn't be giv- 


ing out medical opinions. Any woman with 
“bad cramps” who hasn't bled on time for 
most of the past year should get her womb 
down to a gynecologist immediately. 1 mean 
now! Your local medical association can find 
someone for you. And believe me, darling, 
you're fooling yourself if you think you have a 
good relationship with that guy. He obviously 
doesn't care about you or your health. 


DEAR GRANNY: 

I'm a good-looking blond with an 11-inch, 
uncut pud. You'd think that would be 
enough to satisfy my big-breasted French 
wife, Monique—but no-o-0-0. I'm not 
adverse to a little kinky sex every 
now and then, but my wife’s 
getting ridiculous. On our 
wedding night she dressed 
up in men’s boxer shorts, 
splashed on some of my after 
shave and fucked me up the ass 
with a black dildo because she 

wanted to be “ze boy.” 

I thought that was bizarre un- 
ul one evening I caught her 
breast-feeding our dachshund 
puppy. Then last night she put 

on a clown mask and a tutu 

and showed me an eel she'd 
bought at a fish store. Get this 

—no lie—she wanted me to cut 
the eel’s head off and whip her 
tits with its dead body. | love 

Monique a lot; so I did as I was in- 
structed. But I can’t go on putting 
up with her sicko fetishes. ‘Tell me, 
Granny, what makes my wife desire 

these weird sex acts, and how can I stop 

them? Please answer. My marriage is fail- 
ing as a result of her eccentric desires. 

—Fetishist’s Hubby 

Lincoln, Nebraska 


Dear Hubby: Everyone knows the French are 
strange-they eat frogs and don't even speak 
English. But Monique's kinks aren't sick; 
they're simply what makes her happy. In fact, 
they're tame compared to other things I've 
heard-and done. So if you feel the thrill is 
gone from your sex life, then it might be time 
Jor you to leave as well. 


DEAR GRANNY: 

My husband and I have been married for 
four years, and our sex life is so good that 
we almost always get off at the same time 
when we're having intercourse. There's 
just one problem. When I was single and 
fucking around, I never had any difficulty 
giving head to guys. Almost invariably | 
could get a man off with my mouth in just 
five minutes or so. Not so with my hus- 
band, however, and it’s been this way 
since we married. He takes forever to 
come, sometimes as long as an hour. By 
the time he squirts his jism down my 
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throat, my jaws are aching, and I’m get- 
ting really tired. Do you have any sugges- 
tions for what I can do to alleviate this 
situation? ~Aching Jaws 

Martinez, California 


Dear Aching: As my Auat Martha used to say, 
"There's no law that you've got to swallow it.” 
When you start to get tired, honey, go ahead 
and lie back with your legs spread. My guess is 
that it doesn't matter to hubby where he spews 
his cum so long as he does it. 


DEAR GRANNY: 
From time to time on my travels across 
this great country, away from my wife, | 
get what you might call “the urge.” In 
some cases it’s uncontrollable. Conse- 
quently, I usually seek out the help of a 
prostitute. My problem is this: I'ma midg- 
et and feel that since I'm half the size of a 
normal man, I should only pay half the 
price. But | have a hell of a time convine- 
ing the ladies of this. I think that if I had 
your blessing on this matter, Granny, I 
would be able to persuade these pros to let 
me participate at a discount. What's your 
opinion? —Shortchanged 
Baraboo, Wisconsin 


Dear Short: You may be a little small for your 
age, but you have to remember that when 
you're with a hooker, you're paying for her 
pussy... and her time. Perhaps you and some 


of your small associates can work out an ar- 
rangement for group rates or some E.T. (extra 
time). Check with your local “working girl.” 


DEAR GRANNY: 
I have a very embarrassing problem | 
hope you can help me out with. I’ve been 
married for a little more than three years, 
have two children and love to fuck. I like 
to get it from my husband hard and fast, 
preferably doggy-style. Unfortunately, 
every six or seven thrusts we have to stop 
screwing so I can expel some air through 
my pussy; otherwise my abdomen gets 
sore, and I feel as if I have gas. It’s really 
an annoying problem, and I'd like some 
advice from you on how to remedy it. 
What do you think is causing these “pussy 
farts,” and how can I stop them from 
happening? —Pfff Ff Peete 
Boston, Massachusetts 


Dear Pffififffitttt: Honey, I'm afraid those 
pussy farts are a fact of life, especially for girls 
like us who like it hard and fast. One time 
when my lover asked what that sound was, | 
told him I was blowing him a kiss with my 
cunt. He thought it was very romantic. Atany 
rate, it sounds to me as if your pussy is letting 
a lot of air in when your man is giving it to 
you. You may want to have vourself checked 
out by your gynecologist though, because 
while pussy farts are normal, the kind of pain 
you're experiencing is not. 
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DOWAINE- Tinta 


DEAR GRANNY: 
I need your advice on a couple of things. 
First, my girlfriend and I broke up not too 
long ago. I was really in love with her, and 
now she’s constantly on my mind. It’s 
hard to ask someone else out. Second, I'd 
really love to go to bed with my sister. 
What can I do? —Obsessed and Incestuous 
Belmont, California 


Dear O&1; Pretend that the next girl you meet 
is your sister. 


DEAR GRANNY: 

About six months ago I met a girl named 
Ellen. Since we were both living at home 
and tired of being bossed around by our 
parents, we decided to chip in and get an 
apartment together. The first few weeks 
we did nothing but fuck night and day. 
Neither of us was working then; so we had 
all the time in the world. 

A couple of weeks later, though, I gota 
job at the local grocery store, and I've 
been working lots of overtime so I can buy 
Ellen the things she wants. But Ellen ex- 
pects me to have sex with her as often as I 
used to. When the alarm goes off in the 
morning, the first thing I feel is her hand 
reaching for my crotch. I had to start say- 
ing | was working through my lunch hour 
to make more money, because she was 
pouncing on meas soonas I came through 
the door at noon. Atthe end ofa long day, 
as soon as I get home, she unzips my 
pants, whips out my tool and starts suck- 
ing me off, expecting me to have sex with 
her at least two or three more times be- 
fore I go to sleep. 

| know if I turned her down even once, 
she’d leave me for some other guy. The 
same thing would happen if I lost my job; 
and the way I drag into work every morn- 
ing, it won’t be long before that happens. 
Last night she told me flat out she’s get- 
ting to like my paycheck even more than 
she likes me! 

Granny, Ellen is the best piece of ass 
I've ever had. Do you think I should try 
talking to her about this? How can I get 
out of this mess I'm in? —Petered Out 

Jacksonville, Florida 


Dear Petered: There sure as hell is a way out of 
your dilemma; it’s a simple device known as a 

door! Believe me, honey, I've known plenty of 
women like your Ellen, and it wouldn't do a 

damn bit of good to talk things over. She al- 

ready knows the score. To put it bluntly, 

Ellen’s not so much interested in screwing 
your body as she is in fucking with your mind. 

An active interest in sex is one thing, but that 

type of woman's got a man-eating pussy, and 
if you don't hightail it out of there, she’s going 
to chew you up and spit you out. The choice is 

yours, sweetie. So what's it going to be? A 

handy piece of her bitch ass or your own peace 
of mind? < 
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ASSHOLE OF THE MONTH 


In most areas of this country a 
quick spin of the TV dial is all it 
takes to find television Evangelist 
Jimmy Swaggart and his fire-and- 
brimstone money machine. Stick 
with this ranting-and-raving reli- 
gious rectum for a few moments, 
and he's certain to explain why 
you will burn in hell forever if 
you don’t surrender your mind 
and your hard-earned dollars to 
his particular brand of religious 
highway robbery. 

What makes Swaggart particu- 
larly loathsome is that he’s not 
content just to separate the poor 
and elderly from their Social Se- 
curity checks. For some lunatic 
reason this sanctimonious shit- 
dispenser has decided that he 
alone has the power to determine 
who's going to be saved, who isn't 
and why, In the process he has the 
audacity to advocate out-and-out 
hatred in the name of his Lord. 

This biblical bunghole’s latest 
crusade (waged on the air and 
through his magazine, The Evan- 
gelist) is a boldfaced attack on in- 
dividuals and groups that don't 
buy his particular brand of turdy 
theology. For example, accord- 
ing to the Reverend Jimmy, 
Mother ‘Teresa-the missionary 
who's spent years working with 
the poorest of the poor in India— 
is condemned to hell unless she 
has a religious experience and is 
born again. Since attacking other 
religions is an unsavory but com- 
mon practice among those who 
preach the so-called Gospel of 
love, that may not seem so sur- 
prising. But acting as the Prince 
of Peace’s personal representa- 
tive on Earth, Swaggart has also 


Jimmy Swagegart 


taken it upon himself to defend 
South Africa’s racist apartheid 
policies, Furthermore, this hem- 
orrhoidal holy man really crossed 
the line when he televised pic- 
tures of the Nazi death camps 
while farting out some shit to the 
effect that the 6 million Jews who 
were murdered during the Holo- 
caust deserved to die because 
they didn’t believe in Christ. 
Unfortunately, there are a lot 
of dim bulbs in the world who be- 
lieve that this man speaks for 
some divine spirit, and they send 
him their money. ‘That money 
eventually equals a lot of power. 
So don't underrate this Asshole’s 


influence, thinking that he’s “just 
a preacher.” As an indication of 
Swaggart’s strength, consider the 
following: 

* His combined annual income 
totals $60 million (which includes 
television and radio appeals as 
well as record sales of more than 
12 million units). 

* His World Ministry Center 
in Baton Rouge, Louisiana, cost 
more than $30 million to build. 

* His daily national television 
audience is estimated at 3 million 
people. 

* In December 1982 he filled 
New York's Madison Square Gar- 
den, turning away more than 


5,000 of his faithful shit-lappers. 

Although most of Swaggart’s 
loot is donated in small amounts 
by the poor and easily conned, 
this excretal Evangelist has hit 
big with at least one divine score. 
Jimbo cast his bread upon the wa- 
ters and came across a rich, elder- 
ly woman named Zoe McDonald 
Vance from La Jolla, California, 
who just happened to have some 
oil and gas leases and was in need 
of “comforting” after her hus- 
band passed away. Vance rewrote 
her will, and Swaggart’s church 
came away $10 million richer. 

Obviously, life’s been pretty 
good to this son of a family of 
“Delta drifters.” After dropping 
out of school, Swaggart would 
have liked to have been a 
rock 'n' roller like his cousin Jer- 
ry Lee Lewis or Elvis Presley- 
both of whom he tried to rival 
back in the ‘50s; but since he 
couldn't make an honest dollar as 
an entertainer, he came up with 
his current act. He’s still onstage, 
and he still plays piano-only now 
he asks “permission from the 
Lord” when he wants to record. 

Recently, four of the more 
than 250 stations carrying Swag- 
gart’s sewage have dropped his 
show as a result of Jimmy’s in- 
flammatory and racist remarks. 
That's not very many, but maybe 
the small cutback is a sign from 
heaven. Now is the time for 
HUSTLER readers to contact 
managers of the other 246 sta- 
tions to help them see the light. 
Just tell them that if you wanted 
to see an asshole on your TV, 
you'd install a close-circuit cam- 
era in your toilet. 


FARTS IN THE WIND 


While Jimmy Swaggart had what it takes 
to be Asshole of the Month, others are*wor- 
thy” of recognition on this page. These are 
May's Farts in the Wind. 


Ihe FEDERAL COMMUNICA- 
TIONS COMMISSION has ruled that 
radio and TV stations can refuse to air 
political ads it considers to be “obscene 


HUSTLER MAY 


or indecent.” ‘This decision was 
reached when it came to the FCC's at- 
tention that Larry Flynt’s Presidential- 
campaign promotions contain nudity, 
explicit sexual acts and off-color tan- 
guage, Flynt vows to fight that ruling. 

After the Reverend Jesse Jackson se- 
cured the release of captured airman 
Robert O. Goodman trom Syria, SEN- 


ATOR JAKE GARN (R-Utah) asked: 
“Would Mr. Jackson have been over 
there if Lieutenant Goodman weren't 
black? Sometimes you have to call a 
spade a spade.” Garn retused to apolo- 
gize for his racist comment, which his 
press secretary said was part of the sen- 
ator’s “vernacular,” 

In Mount Clemens, Michigan, a 
judge reduced ax-murder charges 
against Frederick Luna, 44, a white 


man accused of killing his wife, who 
had a black lover. “Here’s the defen- 
dant... faced with the horribleness of 
intidelity,” said Macomb County Cir- 
cuit Judge JAMES C. DANER. “Not 
only an infidelity-and | do not wish to 
be called a racist, but we are ina court 
of law, and a spade has to be called a 
spade—but infidelity with a black man.” 
Murder is murder, and Judge Daner is 
a racist. 
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spirited off by ghouls, many 


@LANSING, MI-A law passed last winter 
gives prostitutes the chance to avoid police rec- 
ords and court appearances by performing 
community-service work, such as shoveling snow 
or helping the elderly in their yards. Mayor Ter- 
ry McKane said the unusual sentences were writ- 
ten into the new law because prostitution cases 
were taking up too much court time. 


@ WASHINGTON, D.C.-The American Civ- 
il Liberties Union has filed suit to have a federal 
program promoting teenage chastity declared 
unconstitutional because it subsidizes particular 
religious views. Since the Department of Health 
and Human Services started its “Adolescent 
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Twat 0f Terr 8 ose: cicgsos 


owadays old comic upto have their lives scarred 

books are considered __ by real problems like sexual- 

to be classics, but not _ly transmitted diseases. It's 
too long ago parents were too bad that no one thought 
just as horrified by them as to use this very popular genre 
their kids were—only for dif- to educate as well as to enter- 
ferent reasons.Onecomplaint tain, because we might have 
concerned the issue of chil- seen stories like this. Kids 
dren getting swallowedupin would still have been scared 
the escapist fantasies. While —but better prepared to deal 


no youngsters were ever with reality. 


USTLER’s reputation 

for being on the cut- 

ting edge of sensuality 
as well as our willingness to deal 
openly with topics that are con- 
sidered to be society's “forbid- 
den fruit” were established long 
ago, as can be seen in this shot 
from a February 1975 photo- 
spread. It’s a well-known fact 
that many males, particularly 
older men, share a secret desire 
for teenage nymphs~a phenom- 
enon commonly known as the 


problem by depicting this type 
of relationship and by explain- 
ing the psychological basis for 
such a compulsion. 

Although these photos may 
have shocked readers who mis- 
takenly concluded that the girl 
was truly underage, the illusion 
was intended simply to bring a 
very basic taboo into the open 
for discussion. 

HUSTLER promises to re- 
main in the sexual-awareness 
vanguard by continuing to deal 


“Lolita complex.” 


Family” campaign two years ago, about $22 mil- 
lion has gone to church-related groups such as 
Brigham Young University and the Roman 
Catholic diocese of Arlington, Virginia. The 
ACLU says this violates the First Amendment. 


@ SAN FRANCISCO, CA~-The manager ofa 
topless nightclub was crushed to death while 
screwing a drunken, naked dancer on a prop pi- 
ano designed to raise performers off the stage 
through a hole in the ceiling. Jimmy “the Beard” 
Ferrozzo and Theresa Hill missed the exit and 
were trapped after accidentally starting the lift. 
Ferrozzo was dead from suffocation, and Hill 
was screaming hysterically when a janitor found 


with any subject of interest to 


Our pictorial, titled Adoles- | our readers no matter how out- 
cent Fantasy, addressed the — rageous or “forbidden.” 


the pair 15 feet in the air a few hours later. Hill 
claimed to be too bombed to remember details 
of the incident. 


B BANGKOK, THAILAND-A world’s rec- 
ord 1,202 men received vasectomies during a 
ten-hour event that celebrated the 56th birth- 
day of Thailand's King Bhumibol Adulyadej. 
Blaring music, balloons, banners promoting 
family planning, free T-shirts, snacks and soft 
drinks lent a circus atmosphere to the occasion 
as 50 doctors and 85 nurses averaged two opera- 
tions per minute. Thailand is inhabited by 47 
million people who live in an area about three- 
fourths the size of Texas. 
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Dirty , 
Harry's 
Dirty 
Girl 


The first time Hollywood superstar /ma- 
cho man Clint Eastwood uttered his now- 
famous words “Go ahead, make my day,” 
he was probably offering sexual sugges- 
tions to his longtime bedfellow, Sondra 
Locke, The golden-haired, trim-figured 
Locke has starred with her real-life boy- 
friend in a number of big-budget produc- 
tions, including Bronco Billy, The Gauntlet 
and most recently the latest Dirty Harry 
film, Sudden Impact. Those pictures were 
sexually tame, but one rarely seen Locke 
film titled Death Game is about to be na- 
tionally released—and it features Dirty Harry’s lit- 
tle lady in some very steamy sexual situations. 

Made in 1976, Death Game isa wild tale about a 
pair of bisexual psychotic nymphets who happen 
onto the doorstep of a well-to-do San Francisco 
businessman one night in the pouring rain. After 
seducing the poor chap intoa bathtub threesome, 
the girls go stark raving nutso and torment the 
poor guy to the point of near murder. As you can 
see from these stills culled from the movie, sexy 
Sondra has few inhibitions about exposing her- 
self to the camera. We can only guess what else old 
Clint does with his .357 Magnum.... 


you guys like that too. All it 
takes is fancy prosthetics, 
makeup or trick photography. 
But that’s not our style. 
HUSTLER is out beating the 
bushes looking for guys who 
are really hung well. Why? We 
want girlfriends and 


The Big Lie 


ou have seen them in 
the other men’s maga- 
zines. Guys hung like 
elephants with an overabun- 
dance of male hormones. 


Huge honkers that would re- your 


quire so much blood flow for 
an erection, you'd probably 
black out every time you got a 


wives to get off on HUSTLER 
as much as you do. Beware of 
the phony salamis in our com- 


hard-on. Well, we could show 


‘Por From the Past 


ere’s a case of overkill 
from way back when. 

After reading about 
the health benefits of a vinegar 
douche, these two decided that 
champagne would really im- 
prove the lady’s “nose.” What a 
| waste of the bubbly—it went in as 
Dom Perignon and came out as 
Cold Fuck. So always remem- 
ber: Never puta cork where you 
could put your pork. 

We'll print no porn before its 
time—but the time is now. Please 
send your funniest (or most bi- 
zarre) old smut photos to Bits 
and Pieces, 2029 Century Park 
East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, 
CA 90067-3054. We pay $150 
for each shot we use. 


petition. They're not kosher. 
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WITH GOD AS MY DIREC- 
TOR- This photo of Pat “White 
Bucks Fun Guy” Boone ap- 
peared in the December 16, 
1983, edition of the San Francis- 
co Chronicle. It was the illustra- 
tion for an ad promoting one of 
those bullshit religious tracts 
called Power for Living distribut- 


" ates, bay - ed 
ed by the Arthur S. DeMoss 
Foundation to “celebrate the 
Year of the Bible.” The head- 
line for this ad reads: “Is show 
business the most important 
thing in Pat Boone’s life?” In the 
copy, Pat is quoted as saying, 
“In everything you do, put God 
first, and He will direct you and 
crown your efforts with suc- 
cess.” Those of you who've seen 
the scandalous picture of Pat 
with his dick in a box that ap- 
peared in the January 1984 
HUSTLER may have been won- 
dering who directed that shot. 
Now you know, 
HUSTLER: THE DAY AFTER- 
This amusing Bloom County car- 
toon strip was brought to our 
attention bya HUSTLER editor 
(yes, some of them can read). 


NOTHIN’/ JUST A FEW 

ROMANTIC MEMENTOS TO 
WHAT'S REMIN? US NUKE SURVI- 
THIS VORS OF THE GLORY THA 
CLUTTER WAS ONCE AMERICAN 
DOWN HERE 7 CIVILIZATION 


Judging from our mail, it also 
caught many a HUSTLER read- 
er’s eye when it appeared in 
newspapers across the country 
on January 7, 1984. Although 
we'd prefer to deal with nuclear 
war by preventing it rather than 
planning for it, we have to ad- 
mit that these little cartoon guys 
sure have the right idea. Being 
stuck in a shelter for several 
weeks or more is certainly bad 
enough—imagine being stuck 
there without the world’s great- 
est magazine. 

DESIGNER WHAT?- This pho- 
tograph is excerpted from a 
reader-supplied advertising 
supplement to the Great Falls 
(Montana) Tribune. The compa- 
ny responsible for the supple- 
ment, the Designers, is in the 
business of providing status 


breeding stock to cattle ranch- 
ers-specifically Avignon stock. 
The animal with the cute red 
genitals pictured here is de- 
scribed as being a “roomy 1983 
Fall Calver” having a “high 
rear-udder attachment” and a 
“wide birth canal”—all the result 
of selective breeding. And, 
Hoss, that ain’t no bull. 


GIMME 
THAT. 
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The Wong Stuff 


ou just can’t fool 
Larry Flynt. In his 
Ist Annual Biased 
Review of Men's Maga- 
zines ( January '84), he clas- 
sified Cheri as being just 


is that these shots of Linda 
Wong were supposedly tak- 
en in Hawaii by Cheri pho- 
tographers last year. 
Imitation may be the 
most sincere form of flat- 


aa 
to ae 


“another HUSTLER rip- 
off.” At the time he didn't 
even know that the October 
*83 issue of that scumrag 


tery, but ripping off old 
HUSTLER sets is probably 
the most sincere form of 
saying you think your read- 
featured a direct steal from ers are mindless cretins 
our April '76 HUSTLER. who'll buy any bullshit you 
The funniest thing about it 


put between two covers. 


i 


“A 
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the Israelis. Then we 

received this highly 

informative collage 

9 ; ; 

That & My Baby from a faithful reader 

in France, As you can 

clearly see, when the former 

lion of the desert lost his fangs, 

he turned into a genuine pussy. 

And with any kind of luck at 

all he won't be able to snatch 

victory from the jaws of defeat 
this time. 


ike everyone else, we'd 
heard those rumors coming 

out of the Middle East— 

Yassir Arafat, leader of those 
fun-loving PLO terrorists, was 
under attack by his own Arab 
brothers for being too soft on 


And May 
the Best 
Man Win 


emocratic Presidential 
hopeful Jesse Jackson 
isn’t known for humili- 
ty. So we weren't surprised to 
learn that he'd entered the race 
because he felt that the other 
candidates did not provide a 


John Glenn Jesse Jackson 


“measure of greatness” for the 
upcoming campaign. No won- 
der this guy’s going to lose! Just 
compare these exclusive shots 
of Jackson's competition, and 
you'll see who's out in front—at 
least according to the poles. 
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hose of you who've 
been bummed out by 
the sore lack of rectally 


related reading material avail- 
able today should appreciate 
this plug for a magazine that re- 
ally fills the gap—no buts about 
it. Proctology Today is a periodi- 
cal that even people who have 


The Bottom Line 


their heads up 


in Magazines their asses can really get be- 


hind. It’s crammed full of 
revealing articles with a lot of 
hindsight and pictorials by 
crack photographers from all 
over. And let's face it, before 
Proctology Today came along, if 
you wanted a magazine about 
assholes, your only choice was 
U.S. News & World Report. 


CELE THE HERSHEY HIGHWAY: 
a ae TAKING . i 
“COVER ANUS: onc HO 
MERYL STREEP 
WHAT YOUR 
| OIDs 
“ad bil HEMORRH 
THE PERFECT REVEAL ABOUT 
YOUR SENSE 
a4 " OF HUMOR 


CAN NUCLEAR POWER 
BE USED TO CURE 
RECTAL ITCH? 


Going for the Gold ,,. ..... 


ince 1984 is an Olympic 
S year, what could be more 

fitting than the Dildo 
Olympics held recently in Re- 
seda, California. Fake phalli 
representing many countries 
vied in stiff competition, with 
female judges picking winners 
based on number of orgasms 
achieved. All entrants ap- 
peared to be even at the start, 
but when pushed to the hilt, 


How to Get $150 Free 
From HUSTLER! "": 


ell, almost free 
anyway. In spite 
of the fact that our 


B&P staff consists of the 
most clever (and modest) 
people on the planet, we do 
like reader input. So if you 
have a funny idea (or just 
see something humorous in 
your daily travels), why not 
share it with us. If you shoot 
the picture yourself, please 
make certain that your sub- 
ject is properly posed, ex- 
posed and well-lighted—and 
watch those backgrounds. 
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take the photograph your- 
self, describe it to us. In ei- 
ther case if we run your 
concept, we'll be happy to 
pay you $150, which should 
be enough to buy some new 
clothes for little Juanita or 
enough cheese to last your 
family three months. Sub- 
mit your photograph or 
idea to Bits and Pieces, 2029 
Century Park East, Suite 
3800, Los Angeles, CA 
90067-3054. Oh, yeah—-no 
more vegetables or vegeta- 
ble pictures, please. 


had balls enough to stick it out 
and emerge victorious. E, Z. 
Sliden of Norway and Israel's 
Sucha Putz finally gave way to 
America’s Phil D. Hole, who 
captured the gold with a ten- 
stroke lead. This woman was 
upset that her favorite, Itbe 
Biganbad from Kenya, didn’t 
win. HUSTLER congratulates 
the winners and hopes success 
won't go to their heads. 
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A Rotten Apple a Day 


t bothered us when we 
first heard predictions 
that everyone would even- 
tually own a home computer. 
After all, there are some peo- 
ple for whom the expense 
would seem to be too great— 
ghetto dwellers, for example. 
That’s why we were happy to 


learn that there’s a new state- 
of-the-art model specifically 
designed just for them: the 
Rotten Apple 100. 

First of all, the Rotten Ap- 
ple 100 is a true TCB (takin’- 
care-of-business) computer. 
So it can keep track of food 
stamps, help pick the daily 


number and turn any street 
hooker into a fuckin’ genius. 
And according to the instruc- 
tion manual, it’s what they call 
“user friendly”—just load one 
of them rolls of software, ask 
the little honkie some ques- 
tions, and quicker than you can 
say “Mad Dog Twenny-Twen- 
ny,” you be getting the right 
answers. Finally, as far as com- 


= 


puter games go, Rotten Apple 
has them too: Programs such 
as Rat Invaders ® and Ghetto 
Blasters ® keep them kids busy 
for hours. 

So as you can see, the trick- 
le-down theory may not be do- 
ing much for the economy, 
but it damn sure works when it 
comes to the new currency of 
our age— technology. 


Ws, ROTTEN APPLE 100 
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HUSTLER Update 


NUCLEAR 
DISASTERS 
April 80 ; 
The now well- /S\ 23 In 
known Karen f . 
Silkwood case 

was among those 

cited in HUSTLER’s compre- 
hensive report on illness and 
death suffered by workers at 
our nation’s nuclear industries. 
Although Silkwood died in an 
auto accident, a jury held her 
employer responsible for her 
contamination by deadly pluto- 
nium dust and then awarded 
Silkwood's family $10 million in 
damages. An appeals court later 
overturned the award. Now, in 
a landmark decision that says, 
in effect, we can take action 
against nuclear-energy compa- 
nies when people get hurt, the 
U.S. Supreme Court has rein- 
stated the $10 million award to 


Silkwood’s heirs. 

HUSTLER pays $150 for each reader-submitted Bits 
Contr ibutors and Pieces item. In the event that two or more reaa- 
ers’ submissions are used in one B&P item, the payment is $50 for each submission, Larry Flynt 
Publications retains all rights to any material submitted, but we'll return any rejected material 
and original artwork (not including photos) on request if an SASE is enclosed. For May, $150 
goes to C. K. Berrett, Dave McEnery, Jeff Penland, Joe Pennachio and Tim Tafi. HUSTLER’s 
comments on pictures, people, trademarks and/or copyrighted material (“items") are only its opin- 
ion (frequently in the form of parody or satire) based solely on only those facts (including the pic- 
tures) disclosed. HUSTLER’s use of such items is not authorized by the persons named and/or 
depicted by the trademark or copyright owners, and no such authorization should be inferred. & 


MADNESS IS 
NO EXCUSE 
June ’81 

1978 Dan 
White assassinat- 
ed two San Fran- 
cisco city offi- 
cials. For these crimes he was 
sentenced to neither death nor 
life imprisonment. Instead he 
was found guilty only of volun- 
tary manslaughter and sen- 
tenced to seven years, eight 
months in prison. In a scathing 
Publisher's Statement Larry 
Flynt deplored the system of 
justice that all too often seems 
to ignore a simple fact: One hu- 
man being willfully took the life 
of another. By pleading “insani- 
ty” or “diminished capacity” (as 
White did), murderers are fre- 
quently able to get off almost 
scot-free. Because of this bi- 
zarre loophole in the law, Dan 
White is today a free man. 


Mulinese by No Excuse 
' 


“Its either a rare killer fungus or a very 
valuable mushroom patch... . 
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C Yes, | want to order four (4) HUSTLER VIDEO 
MAGAZINES, mailed quarterly, at the complete 
discount price of only $250 (a $27%* savings over 


the regular price) COVHS OBETA 


C Send me the first HUSTLER VIDEO MAGAZINE 
at the regular price of $69*° per cassette 


TELEPHONE ORDERS: (800) 423-2093 
IN CALIFORNIA (213) 980-9502 


ENCLOSED PLEASE FIND $ 


yp ee 


Expiration 
date 


CJ VISA) MASTERCARD 


] CHECK CO MONEY ORDER 
CA residents add 6% sales tax 


TOTAL $ 


yr yy 
| 


| 


Se ees ee ee ee eee ae a 


7 


Interbank number 


Pay HUSTLER PRODUCTIONS CERH 
P.0. BOX 67800-5285, LOS ANGELES, CA 90067 
NAME 

ADDRESS 


CITY STATE ZIP 


In ‘Sulka’s Wedding’ the bride-to-be lustfully sucks off a transsexual friend. 


Of course you would. Not to 
mention the fact that Ms. S's 
postoperative vagina resembles 
that of a rotten artichoke. Any- 
way, Sulka and Roberts are ulti- 
mately married, and everyone 
fucks everyone else at the recep- 
tion. The End. 

Sulka'’s Wedding does have 
a few interesting moments, 
whether you're aroused by 
transsexual sex or not. In one 
scene ‘Tigr and Sharon Mitch- 
ell-after eating each other's 
pussy—are joined by she-male 
Jennifer Thomas, who has just 
been fucked in the ass by Rob- 
erts. (Gee, does this make the 
film fun for gays too? Maybe, 
sweethearts!) The close-up pho- 
tography is well-done here, and 
the semisapphic threesome is 
strangely erotic. 

There's also some hot-and- 
horny straight fucking in the 
flick. One wild sequence has 
ligr hanging upside down from 
a wood-beam ceiling, giving 
head to Ron Jeremy while get- 
ting tongued in the asshole by 
Roberts. Though she utters 
nary a line in the entire film, the 
fair-haired Tigr manages to 
keep her mouth and pussy more 
than busy. 

On the negative side of this 
off-color movie is absolutely 
abysmal acting and poorly light- 
ed sequences that test the 
viewer’s ability to pick out 
which cock belongs to whom. 
Aside from that, Sulka’s Wed- 
ding is a mildly entertaining 
adult film for those audiences 
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who crave something slightly 
different in the way of 
down-and-kinky erotic- 
cinema fare. -L.M.F. 


Alexandra 

Fully Erect. Produced by E. Clay- 
ton, David F. Friedman and Dan- 
iel Walker; written by Daniel 
Walker; directed by Robert Free- 
man; starring Eve Sternberg, Reg 
Wilson, Robert Bolla, Ashley Sum- 
mer, Eric Edwards, Joanna Storm, 
Tina Ross, Steven Douglas and 
Michael Gaunt. Running time: 99 
minutes. 

Alexandra is the newest porn 
takeoff ona Hollywood produc- 
tion. But what's fascinating is 
that the film it satirizes was 
made back in 1948—and unless 
you're well into middle age, you 
probably won't remember the 


flick. Well, for those whose 
memories only extend as far 
back as Stars Wars, the picture 
was called A Letter to Three 
Wives, and it starred Celeste 
Holm, Linda Darnell and Ann 
Southern, Replace those im- 
mortal stars with names like Eve 
Sternberg, Tina Ross and Jo- 
anna Storm, throw in a moun- 
tain of hard-core poking and 
grabbing, and you wind up with 
a delightful little X-rated pro- 
duction that—for the porn con- 
noisseur-is as entertaining as 
the Oscar-winning original. 
The film revolves around 
three couples: Jennifer and Fos- 
ter Holloway (Tina Ross and 
Robert Bolla); Pat and Martin 
Cooper (Ashley Summer and 
Eric Edwards); Diane and Cliff 
Ballard ( Joanna Storm and Ste- 
ven Douglas). They're all well- 
offand reside in fancy homes in 
the New York suburbs, and 
they've all—at some time in the 
past—encountered the mysteri- 
ous and sophisticated Alexan- 
dra (Eve Sternberg), the elu- 
sive protagonist from whom we 
constantly hear (through her 
narration) but don’t get a 
glimpse of until the finale. 
Throughout the picture we be- 
come aware that dear Alex has 
fucked all the ladies’ hubbies 
and also that she has a “shock- 
ing” revelation to make about 
herself. That revelation is... 
well, it really wouldn't be fair to 
tell too much of the story, be- 
cause half the beauty of Alexan- 
dra lies in its intriguing script. 
We will tell you, however, that 
beyond a professional produc- 
tion and first-class acting, Alex- 
andra offers a fair share of highly 
titillating trysts. In an extreme- 
ly passionate episode Ashley 
Summer gives one of the most 
all-time mouth-watering blow- 


‘Alexandra’: Joanna Storm holds a grand opening for hubby Steven Douglas 


jobs in X-rated filmdom to Eric 


Edwards in front of a fireplace. 
The lighting here is hauntingly 
sensual, and you can almost feel 
Edwards's buns scorching next 
to the flickering flames as he 
thrusts his cock in and out of 
Summer's hungry mouth. 

The masterful use of flash- 
backs in Alexandra lends an 
almost “classical” tone to the 
production. And the viewer be- 
comes quite caught up in the 
characters—a dimension that is 
sadly lacking in most adult 
cinema. 

All in all, Alexandra is an 
amusing and erotic example of 
how-once in a great while- 


Tantalizing Tina Ross is just one of the 
blue-screen beauties in ‘Alexandra.’ 


Hollywood can inspire 
a really wonderful fuck 
film. -L.M.F. 


Pleasure 
Zones 


Half Erect. Produced by Billy 
Thornberg; written and directed by 
Harold J. Perkins; starring Rachel 
Wells, Tara Aire, John Leslie, Ja- 
ney Robbins, Herschel Savage, Ja- 
mie Gillis, Mai Lin, Jon Martin, 
Laura Lazar, Steven Ventura, 
Dede Collins, Bennett Hall, Paul 
Thomas and Cindy Swift. Run- 
ning time: 80 minutes. 

Pleasure Zones succeeds on 
several levels as an interesting— 
and even educational—vignette 
study of sexuality. But it fails at 
being anything more than mild- 
ly stimulating because of the 
filmmaker’s simple lack of sexu- 
al creativity. Pleasure Zones just 
doesn’t bulge the boxers. 

Buxom Rachel Wells plays 
the “pleasure guide,” a sensual 
instructor of sorts who takes the 
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Lucky Laura Lazar cheerfully helps John Leslie take aim in ‘Pleasure Zones.’ 


viewer on a Masters-and-john- 
son-type adventure through the 
bodies and bedrooms of some 
everyday people. As Wells ca- 
resses different parts of her ex- 
quisite body, we catch glimpses 
of various individuals sexually 
elaborating on said “areas.” 
Pleasure Zones, therefore, has 
no plot and is simply a collection 
of blackouts held together by 
Wells’s narration. Subjects 
range from female orgasms to 
foot fetishes. The hard-core de- 
pictions of Wells's fantasies, 
however, aren’t half as exciting 
as the way she originally de- 
scribes them. 

One scene does at least man- 
age to stimulate some lower 
blood flow: In a case of “mistak- 
en identity,” blond cupcake 
Dede Collins meets up with 
Steven Ventura. Both are 
checking out a condominium, 
waiting for the real-estate agent 
to arrive. Thinking she is the 
broker, Ventura seduces and 
fucks Collins, but the rea/ agent 
soon arrives (played by Bennett 
Hall, another blond beauty), 
and all are embarrassed about 
the mixup. The improbable sit- 
uation turns into a torrid three- 
some that proves to be the film’s 
most convincing sex sequence. 

The premise of Pleasure Zones 
is stimulating and lends itself to 
a myriad of erotic possibilities. 
Unfortunately, the film loses its 
balls early on, and it only 
grazes the sexual surface in pre- 
senting visual documentation 
of how and why we normal peo- 
ple like to fuck. A little less cli- 
che anda little more kink could 
have made this pic something 
special. Alas, we have to settle 
for yet another mediocre exer- 
cise in experimental 
porn. Nice try though, 
guys. -L.M.F. 
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Babylon Blue 


Half Erect. Produced by Michel 
Dejou; written and directed by 
Jaqueson Saint-Louis; starring 
Joey Silvera, Sharon Kane, Bridg- 
ette Monet, Jacqueline Lorians, 
Joanna Storm, Alexis X, Tish Am- 
brose, Michael Bruce, David Can- 
non, Alan Adrian and Michael 
Gaunt. Running time: 88 minutes. 
This film is cold. The scenery 
is cold, the women are cold, the 
men are cold, and—worst of all- 
the sex is cold. In fact, you’d be 
wise to wear an overcoat into 
the theater for Babylon Blue- 
not to hide your hard-on, but to 
avoid contracting pneumonia 
from this celluloid icicle. You'll 
witness a rather exceptional 
performance by Sharon Kane 
and a great passionless, charac- 
terless character by Joey Sil- 
vera. But besides that, it’s not 
very likely that a viewing of Bab- 
ylon Blue will heat you up at all- 
under any circumstances. 


Joanna Storm goes out of her way to 
please everyone in ‘Babylon Blue.’ 


The story revolves around a 
gigolo (Joey Silvera) who has 


just been released from prison 


for soliciting. But no sooner 


does he get the numbers off his 
chest, than his girlfriend (Shar- 
on Kane) puts him back in busi- 
ness at her big-city House of 
Pleasure, a palace of perversion 
for those who can afford such 
things. Silvera services the fe- 
male patrons while Kane and 
her staff (Bridgette Monet and 
Joanna Storm) cater to all the 
male customers. 

There is a lot of hard fucking 
in Babylon Blue, but only a smat- 
tering of it is erotic. One hot 
scene involves cherry-haired 
bombshell Jacqueline Lorians 
getting poked while suspended 
by all fours on ropes. As dirty- 
talkin’ Sharon Kane looks (and 


‘Babylon Blue’: Bridgette Monet gets 
paid cash to perform acts of pleasure. 


licks) on, stud Silvera pounds 
his pud into a swinging Lorians. 
The sequence is inventive, ex- 
citing and amusingly erotic. 

On the whole, however, Bab- 
ylon is simply men getting on 
top of women, shooting their 
frustrations into their placid, 
submissive partners’ passive 
holes. Take the scene in which 
Bridgette Monet lays out her 
fleshy wares for David Cannon. 
Besides being the most listless 
actress who ever spread for the 
blue screen, Monet is also the 
most obnoxious. The reason for 
this, one might guess, is her fre- 
quent screen partner, David 
Cannon. The limp-wristed Can- 
non—who carries a malformed 
cock with a bulbous, tumorlike 
lump on its shaft—flounders 
over his beloved with all the pas- 
sion of a rabid cocker spaniel. 
It's a nauseating sight. 

No doubt fans of Silvera and 
Kane will enjoy Babylon Blue. Al- 
most anyone else, how- 
ever, will find it hard to 
warm up Lo. -L.M.F. 


This column lists and rates erotic films re- 
viewed in past issues of HUSTLER. The 
films named below may currently be show 
ing at a theater in your neighborhood, or 
available on videocassettes 


ti Fully Erect 


Fleshdance 

Golden Girls 

HUSTLER Video Magazine #1 
In Love 

Maneaters 

Naughty Girls Need Love Too 
Night Hunger 

Reel People 

Sexcapades 

Suzie Superstar 

That's Outrageous 

The Devil in Miss Jones II 
The Young Like It Hot 


Three-Quarters Erect 


Bubblegum 
Expose Me Now 
Hot Dreams 
Midnight Heat 
Never Sleep Alone 
Playing With Fire 
Pleasure So Deep 
Touch of Blue 


~ Half Erect 


A Taste of Money 
Baby Cakes 
Between Lovers 
California Valley Girls 
Eat at the Blue Fox 
Little Girls Lost 
Puss ‘n’ Boots 
Smoker 

That's My Daughter 
Treasure Box 
White Heat 


CN One-Quarter Erect 


Body Talk 

The Challenge of Desire 
Daddy's Little Girls 
Let's Talk Sex 

Sweet Young Foxes 
The Starmaker 

When She Was Bad 


4 | Totally Limp 


A Bit Too Much Too Soon 

All About Annette 

Virginia 
NOTE: Since many X-rated films are censored 
to conform to “local community standards, * the 
movies we review here might not be exactly the 


version you see. Check with your theater fo 
make sure that you're getting the real thing. 


RATING GUIDE 


FULLY ERECT 
Superior. A top production. 


THREE-QUARTERS ERECT 
A well-made film. 


HALF ERECT 
So-so. Limited appeal. 


ONE-QUARTER ERECT 
Poor. Don’t expect much. 


TOTALLY LIMP 
A waste of time and money. 
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PORNPOURRI 


Edited by Lonn M. Friend 


Adult entertainment has diversified. Videotapes produced exclusively for 
home viewing are now being manufactured and can be purchased at this 
country’s nearly 9,000 video stores, or through scores of mail-order compa- 
nies. To help you sort out the best from the rest, HUSTLER provides these 
capsule reviews of the newest X-rated home videos, as well as the latest 
happenings in the world of erotic entertainment. 


Personal 
Touch II 


(Arrow Video) Sleazoid emcee 
Bobby Hollander may be one of 
porn’s most thoroughly obnox- 
ious individuals, but he certain- 
ly involves himself with some 
decent shot-on-video produc- 
tions. Personal Touch H-a 112- 
minute, nonstop vid-orgy-—is 
the best thing the hard-core 
host has gotten his mitts into so 
far. The tape isa series of sexual 
vignettes, made special by the 
fact that the participants talk di- 
rectly tothe camera and tell you 
how everything really feels. In 
one sequence foreign firecrack- 
er Christel Lovin is ass-fucked 


SMAUNA GRANT 
CODY NICOLE | 


sarriog to | 


JOANNA STONING 
Pamela LOU 


almost unconscious by Jesse Ad- 
ams. After filling her bunghole 
with jizz, Adams directs the 
cameraman to get a super close- 
up of him squeezing the cum 
out of Lovin'’s back room with 
his fingers. Elsewhere in this re- 
lentless feature is a breathtak- 
ing lesbian tryst between pert- 
nippled cupcake Shana Grant 
and the lovely Cody Nicole. If 
this bout doesn’t raise your flag, 
you ought to be watching fag 
loops. Congratulations, Bobby 
... you sure pulled off a hot 
one here. -L.M.F. 
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In ‘Swedish Erotica #51° voluptuous 
Rachel Ashley gets ready for action. 


Swedish 
Erotica #51 


(Caballero Control Corporation) 
The latest entry in the “Cadil- 
lac” of porn loops features a 
strange combination of new and 
old. In the first raunchy seg- 
ment pillow-chested brunette 
Rachel Ashley and long- 
schlonged stud Kevin James 
play a daydreaming lady and a 
handyman. While Ashley is en- 
joying a relaxing, sensuous soak 
in her bathtub, James drops his 
tools (all but his Aammer) and 
joins her for a classic hard-core 
encounter. The second and 
third vignettes on this tape, 
however, differ greatly from 
the first. They are visibly older, 
star minor (and unattractive) 
people and were shot on film, as 
opposed to the torrid Ashley / 
James romp, which was shot 
on videotape. Nevertheless, for 


Kevin James is heading for pleasure with Rachel Ashley in ‘Swedish Erotica #51.° 


pure fuck-and-suck fare they're 
not that bad. All in all, this 
hour-long Swedish offering is a 
not-bad addition to your home- 
porn collection. -L.M.F. 


Intimate 
Realities II 


(Video Company of America) 
Charming Kay Parker hosts this 
shot-on-video interview /sex-vi- 
gnette collection, There's real- 
ly no need for the Q&A sections 
though, because they serve as 


nothing but contrived, premed- 
itated setups for the hard-core 
fuck-and-suck blackouts that 
follow. Nevertheless, once past 
the stupid conversation, some 


bed-bouncing action takes 
place, first with Becky Savage 
succumbing to the salami-size 
cock of Blake “The Wedge” Pal- 
mer. Next, Tara Aire (better 
known in the biz as Tara Air- 
head) opens her empty mind 
(and twat) to the waiting pas- 
sions of lesbo-lover Lisa LaRoo 
in a backyard romp that should 


raise your temp a degree or two. 
The most exciting sequence, 
however, involves ample-titted 
redhead Rosie Marie's partak- 
ing of a wild-and-wet shower- 
fuck with newcomer Greg 
Derek. From start to finish /nti- 
mate Realities I] isan impressive 
porn venture. -Kent Smith 


The Erotic 
World of 
Crystal Lake 


(Video Cassette Recordings) Only 
diehard Crystal Lake fans (if 
there are any) will really enjoy 
this one. Too plain-looking to 
be deeply erotic, little Crystal 
relies on her girl-next-door im- 
age to solicit sexual excitement, 
and in the five shorts contained 
on this tape, she does manage to 
display a modicum of “white- 
bread” sensuality. One encoun- 
ter has Ms. Lake sucking off 
Frank James while porn nymph 
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Kimberly Carson also lends her 
tongue to the task. The double 
blowjob is convincing, as is 
Crystal's lesbian jaunt with Lau- 
rie Smith, The best scene comes 
when Jamie Gillis pulls a pair of 
panties out of Crystal’s tiny 
snatch and proceeds to boff the 
five-foot cabbage-patch porn 
starlet silly. For some, Crystal's 
world may be just the place, but 
for others—you may wish you 
stayed in bed. -K.S. 


Computer 


Girls 


(Lipstik Video) “Oh, oh, I'm, 
coming! I'm coming!” And so 
goes the dialogue for yet anoth- 
er sex-drenched, all-girl, shot- 
on-video picnic from the lesbo- 
loving Lipstik Video people. But 
that’s not a knock, mind you. 
These gals really come . . . over 
and over again. The story here 
(as nonexistent as it is) revolves 
around a semi-attractive com- 
puter fanatic (Colleen Brennan) 


who uses her software to find la- 
dies who desire to share some 
inter- 
ludes. One such snatch-eater is 
a middle-aged mountain of en- 


uncontrolled sapphic 


ergy named Tantala Nova (you 
may remember her as “Moms” 
from the porn classic Cafe 
Flesh). After spanking and hu- 
miliating her submissive part- 
ner (Raysheena), Nova and a 
quartet of other tit-sucking 
nymphos partake in a hot-tub 
orgy that bubbles over with or- 
gasm after steamy orgasm. If 
that isn’t enough, Tantala’s 
cunt farts have just simply got to 
be heard to be believed. And 
her demands to have her air- 
conditioned snatch eaten after- 
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ward are also equally beyond 
comprehension. -L.M.F. 


Bizarre 


Workout 


(Bizarre Video) Some people 
think there's nothing funny 
about bondage and humilia- 
Well, for 


tion. those 


folks 


Whip-wielding Pia Snow instructs stu- 


dents on do's and don'ts in ‘Workout.* 


there’s now the Bizarre Work- 


out, hosted by dominatrix /ae- 
robics instructor Jane Bonda. 
Bonda-billed here as “Pia 
Sands,” though she’s better 
known in the porn world as Pia 
Snow-—performs a remarkably 
low-key satiric impersonation 
of the real Ms. Fonda and her 
enormously popular workout 
tape. She torments, berates and 
abuses (both verbally and physi- 
cally) students Robert Lake- 
wood and Melanie Scott, who 
don leather, shackles, ball gags, 
handcuffs, etc., for their class. 


In ‘Workout’ Melanie Scott receives a 


sexual lesson from mean Ms, Snow 


Keep in mind that Bizarre Work- 
out is neither hard-core nor 
erotic. It is, however, delight- 
fully amusing and worthy of a 
peek from anyone who has no 
use for the real Ms. Fonda and 
her own ridiculous and nauseat- 
ingly lucrative aerobics trip. 
-L.M.F. 


Island of Love 


(Cal Vista Video) The plot of this 
Jack Genero-directed, shot-on- 
video feature centers around 
two free-spirited (loose) young 
girls (Diane Hunter and Ray- 
sheena) who are looking for a 
lusty time on the high seas. Af- 
ter traveling down to the local 
harbor, they meet up with boat 
owner Don Shina, who agrees 
to take the girls on an oceanic 
joyride. For the cost of a blow- 
job and a peek at the ladies eat- 
ing each other out on the deck 
of his vessel, Shina drops the 
seagoing gals off on an island. 
There they meet a couple of na- 
tives (Tom Byron and Steve 


For Your 
Pleasure 


New in the ever-expanding 


world of satellite television 
comes an all-adult-fare net- 
work that may blow the com- 
petition right off the air. The 
Pleasure Channel will offer 
cable subscribers (as well as 
backyard satellite “dish” 
owners) in selected areas 
across the United States a 
wide spectrum of adult enter- 
tainment ranging from “soft” 
X-rated feature-length mo- 
tion pictures to specials and 
series devoted to audiences 


- al 
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ISLAND OF LOVE DUANE HUNTER: 
onc RAYSHEENA wan SHINA 
TOM BYRON « LISA AROO « STEVE VETTE 


OUVATAA' 


Vette) who perform a series of 
mildly stimulating acts of tropi- 
cal copulation on them. The 
tape really should be titled /s- 
land of Emotionless Fucks be- 
cause there’s very little “love” 
evident here. At any rate, 
Hunter and Raysheena-a tight 
and sexy pair—make this island 
worth visiting... but just once. 

-K. S. 


who fancy sophisticated pro- 
gramming. According to 
Pleasure President Norman 
B. Smith, his channel will be 
“hotter” and more diversi- 
fied than the rival Playboy ca- 
ble offering. “The couple in 
the bedroom don’t want to 
see mud wrestling or the 
Playmate review or sports 
contests between naked 
women,” says Smith. “They 
want more... and we're giv- 
ing it to them.” For more in- 
formation on The Pleasure 
Channel, drop a line to Nor- 
man Smith at 1940 S. Cotner 
Ave., Los Angeles, CA 90025, 
or call (213) 477-8045. 
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BOOKS 


Reviewed by 
Theodore Sturgeon 


Brigitte 
Bardot 


Photographs by Sam Levin, text by 
Raymond Boyer and Francois 
Guerif; Delilah Communications 
Ltd., 118 E. 25th St., New York, 
NY 10010; $13.95. 

This oversize, glossy volume 
is subtitled And God Created 
Woman. | couldn't have said it 
better myself. The divine beau- 
ty and sexuality of Brigitte 
Bardot is certainly extraordi- 
nary, if not completely ina class 
by itself. And this book—loaded 
with photos-tells the visual tale 
of the model/actress/sex sym- 
bol we in the U.S. of A. don’t 
know all that much about. 

Besides the provocative high- 
fashion photographs, there are 
some absolutely wonderful re- 
productions of foreign movie 


The French model/actress displays all 


her sultry wares in ‘Brigitte Bardot.’ 
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‘Brigitte Bardot’ is a glossy pictorial biography that examines-and reveals-almost all angles of the incomparable sex kitten 


posters and magazine covers 
bearing Brigitte’s name, face 
and, sometimes, body. Perhaps 
you remember seeing these 
goodies a couple of decades 
back: Rendezvous d Rio, Le 
Femme et le Pantin, Le Verité’or 
Futures Vedettes. But don’t feel 
bad if you didn’t. | missed ‘em 
too. In fact, thanks to this en- 
lightening volume, I've discov- 
ered how deplorably ignorant | 
really was about this beautiful 
French sex kitten. 

Brigitte Bardot is a breathtak- 
ing production. Few women in 
the world have had such lumi- 
nous skin or been able to radiate 
that kind of pure and perfect 
sexuality. (Marilyn Monroe had 
it too.) Thumbing the pages of 
this work, I think you'll come to 
agree with me. 


Rock Odyssey 


By lan Whitcomb; Doubleday and 
Co., 245 Park Ave., New York, NY 
10167; $10.95. 

In 1965 British-born Ian 
Whitcomb became an instant 
pop star when his irreverent 
“You Turn Me On” reached 
Number 8 on the national 
charts. One year later, howey- 
er, Whitcomb was in nowheres- 
ville—a self-described rock ’n’ 
roll flash-in-the-pan. 

I'd call this unearned modes- 
ty. lan Whitcomb has cut 18 al- 
bums and produced a few, in- 
cluding one of Mae West's best 
efforts, Great Balls of Fire. But 
even that isn’t what Whitcomb-— 
or this book—is all about. The 
scope is much larger. It’s rock 
history, recounted by a gifted 
writer who's been here, there 
and everywhere over the past 
20 years. 

What makes Rock Odyssey so 
special is that Whitcomb was a 
part of it all. The subtitle reads, 
A Musician's Chronicle of the Six- 
ties, and that’s no hype. This 
man was known by almost 


everybody, he took notes wher- 
ever he went, and he was born 
with a sharp eye, perceptive wit 
and a talent with words that en- 
ables him to tell titillating tales 
of an era never to be forgotten. 

A perfect example isa line he 
tosses off about the difference 
between the Doors’ Jim Morri- 
son, who was born to wealth and 
privilege, and the great Elvis 
Presley, who came from proud 
poverty. Whitcomb says: “Elvis 
wanted a Cadillac; Jim Morri- 
son wanted a cold meatloaf 
sandwich in a greasy spoon. 
Elvis loved his parents; Jim pre- 
tended his were dead.” 


ROCK 


ODYSSEY 
[AN WHITCOMB 


Whitcomb will take you back 
to the ‘60s with Rock Odyssey. 
It's a trip you have to take if you 
were never there yourself—or a 
reunion that you'll enjoy if 
you were, 


The Male 
Couple 


By David P. McWhirter, M. D., 
and Andrew M. Mattison, M. S. W., 
Ph. D.; Prentice Hall Inc., Engle- 
wood Cliffs, NJ 07632; $16.95. 
Setting the main title aside 
for a moment, I'd like to begin 
with the subtitle of this work, 
How Relationships Develop. In 


the process of researching this 
300-plus-page text, authors 
McWhirter and Mattison must 
have found themselves awash in 
the reams of data, desperately 
looking for a way to arrange 
and structure itall. And it came 
to them that the most useful 
thing they could bestow upon 
their readers would bea concise 
schematic on how relationships 
begin, evolve and endure. 

The scholarly pair created a 
six-stage structure they believe 
is evident in most long-term re- 
lationships: blending, nesting, 
maintaining, building, releas- 
ing and renewing. Blending 
happens in year one, nesting in 
years two and three, maintain- 
ing in years four and five, build- 
ing in years six through ten, re- 
leasing in years 11 through 20 
and finally, renewing in the 
years beyond 20. Sounds logi- 
cal, doesn’t it? 

Indeed it does. The authors 
really have something here. 
rhese phases, with small varia- 
tions, can be seen in almost any 
long-term relationship, and 
McWhirter and Mattison have 
explained the events that occur 
during each of these stages well. 
But-and it’s a big but—the book 
is about men with men, not 
male/female relationships. Now 
we get back to the main title. 

The paramount question to 
be answered here is: Is there 
any special difference between 
the male/male and male/ 
female relationships, besides 
the obvious sexual variations? | 
may take some heat for this, but 
I don’t think there is. In our cul- 
ture most men—gay or straight— 
are socialized to do their hunt- 
ing and courting in approxi- 
mately the same way. Gays find 
each other like men find wom- 
en, and the love/sex tryst that 
follows can be very similar. 

The Male Couple is a book 
about homosexuality, but it has 
a lotto teach all of us, regardless 
of our sexual preference. < 
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So, Mr. Flynt, how are you coping with your stay in jail 
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ARTICLE BY TED H. JORDAN 


M ARILYN LIVES! reads the spray-painted sign on a 
wall in West Los Angeles, only about a mile from where the 
celebrated sex symbol died in Brentwood, California. For 
the 22 years since then, Monroe’s grave in nearby West- 
wood Memorial Cemetery has remained a shrine for faith- 
ful fans from all over the world. Posters of her unforgetta- 
ble face and figure sell as briskly as those of Tom Selleck 
and Christie Brinkley. Another big seller, at $100, is a Seven 
Year Itch doll depicting Marilyn with her skirt billowing 
upward in a classic movie scene. And a fragrance with her 
name on it is being marketed nationwide. 

Books about her life and death-by supposed friends 
and admirers, most of whom never knew her-continue to 
be written and read by millions. Some focus on Monroe’s 
highly publicized public life-her sensational film career 
and her turbulent marriages to baseball star Joe DiMaggio 
and playwright Arthur Miller. Others purport to illuminate 
her shadowy private life-the rumors of drug abuse and il- 
licit affairs with John and Robert Kennedy. Still others-like 
‘Thomas Noguchi’s best-selling Coroner, which devoted an 
entire chapter to the autopsy he performed on her-are 

merely morbid or exploitative. 

In short, the story of Marilyn Monroe refuses to be put to 
rest-perhaps in part because her complex identity re- 
mains as elusive as the facts about the suspicious 


circumstances of her untimely death. The 
whole truth may never be known. But 
HUSTLER Magazine feels this revealing 
new memoir by Ted H. Jordan—her oldest 
and closest friend, longtime lover and in- 


timate confidante until the last day of her , 


life—offers the most authentic, eye-open- 
ing and affectionate close-up of the real 
Marilyn that you'll ever read. In advance 
of the widely heralded publication of Jor- 
dan’s book, this excerpt is presented ex- 
clusively in HUSTLER. 

* * * 

It was a hot Los Angeles afternoon in 
the summer of 1943, I was sitting on top 
of the lifeguard platform, scanning the 
Ambassador Hotel's pool, when I noticed 
a group of beautiful girls in bathing suits 
being photographed behind a nearby 
fence. I dove off the platform, swam to 
the end of the pool and walked closer to 
get a better look. 

One young lady stood out among the 
rest. She had brown hair all the way to her 
shoulders and wore a blue two-piece bath- 
ing suit. Her breasts stuck out like the 
guns of Navarone, and she constantly 
licked her lips while performing eye- 
catching gyrations with her mouth. She 
seemed uncertain of herself when she was 
asked to smile. 

There was definitely something differ- 
ent about this girl, something intriguing 
and vibrant that went far deeper than just 
the physical. I had to meet her. 

When she was finished shooting, I in- 
troduced myself, telling her that besides 
working as a lifeguard, I was an actor try- 
ing to break into the studios. She told me 
her name was Norma Jean Dougherty. 
She had worked in a war plant before 
coming to the Blue Book Modeling Agen- 
cy; the bathing-suit job was her first stab 
at modeling. She said she was married but 
separated; her husband, Jim, was overseas 
in the Navy. She was only 17 years old, 
and the fact that both of us were Geminis 
intrigued her. 

Following some more small talk, I con- 
vinced her we were going out together 
that evening—especially after she heard 
that my uncle was bandleader Ted Lewis, 
who was working at a nightclub called 
Slapsy Maxie's, not far from the Am- 
bassador Hotel. She wanted to meet my 
uncle very badly. We agreed to rendez- 
vous first at the Haig, a popular bar and 
restaurant. 

She arrived at 7:30 p.m., and for the 
next hour or so, over several rounds of 
Cuba Libres, we talked about our respec- 
tive lives. She covered everything from 
her experiences in foster homes to her 
dreams of an acting career. 

We sat staring into each other's eyes, 
both of us feeling the magnetism that 
draws two lovers together. The karma 
was so strong, it drowned out everything 


Excerpted from Marilyn Monroe-Her Diary-Final Chapter, Copyright © 1983 by Ted H. Jordan 


just love it there.” 


but her voice. 
saw only her eyes, noth- 
ing else. Tonight I must have 
this woman, | thought. Nothing 
else matters. We started feeling pret- 
ty good after a few more drinks. 
“Come on,” I said to her, “let’s get out 
of here.” 

Outside, in my Model-A Ford, I put my 
arm over her right shoulder and cupped 
her breast in my hand. “Let's go down to 
Chinatown,” Norma Jean said. “You'll 


We had a drink at the Red Dragon res- 
taurant, where she had once worked as a 
waitress, then went down the street to an- 
other bar—the Buddha—and had several 
cups of sake. After a while we were feeling 
no pain at all. As we walked outside into 
the rain, | grabbed her arm, spun her 
around and said, “Hey, you know some- 
thing? We’re flat broke!” 

She started to laugh. The rain 
pouring down over her cheeks and her 
beautiful wet mouth. “Hell, | don’t care,” 
she said. “I’m having a ball! What would 
you like to do?” L 

“For the first time in your life you’re § 
going to be a lookout,” I replied. “Come | 
with me. I'll show you.” 

We went directly to the Chinese wish- 
ing well outside the restaurant. I took off 
my shoes and socks and rolled up my 
pants. “Norma Jean, I've got two wishes,” 
I said. “One is that I can get in the well 
without getting caught, and the second is 


was 


that I can pick up enough money so we 
can go out every night this week.” I got 
my feet wet and started collecting coins. 

“Move over: I’m coming in,” she said, 
giggling. 

When we had a few dollars in our pock- 
ets, we raced for the car; the rain was com- 
ing down in buckets. Heading toward the 
Ambassador Hotel, I pulled into Mac- 
Arthur Park. Then we walked to the 
boathouse and rented an electrically pow- 
ered boat. We both knew we wanted each 
other without ever discussing it, because 
the feeling had been there from the be- 
ginning. My pants were wet with just the 
thought of being inside her. 

I piloted the boat out onto the lake, ma- 
neuvering under a weeping-willow tree 
and stopping ina cluster of lily pads. Then 
I started to kiss her beautiful mouth and 
face. She responded with flowing sweet- 
ness as | touched her gently. Opening the 
top of her dress, | exposed her breasts— 
the most beautiful I'd ever seen. At that 

very moment she asked if I believed in 

fellatio. | told her yes! She pulled 

open the zipper of my pants, 

took them down to 
my knees 


and put me inside her soft, warm mouth. 

When she was finished, I pulled her 
head and body up, laid her head back, 
spread her legs and slowly worked my way 
down-kissing her navel, then her clitoris. 
She started to scream with joy, and I had 
to hold my hand over her mouth. Then I 
slowly eased her onto the wet seat of the 


deep water, where the ladder was. We 
started to kiss, and again I was aroused. 
She held onto the ladder with both arms 
behind her and opened her legs. Then I 
took a breath, went underwater, kissed 
her tummy, caressed her pelvis and once 
again cupped my mouth over her wonder- 
fully warm privates. 


“Oh, God, 


please never let it end,” 


Marilyn sighed. Then she began to beg, 
“Please fuck me, fuck me.” She reached 
down and inserted my penis inside her. 


boat, ever so gently pushing her legs 
apart. The sweat was pouring down both 
our faces. She bit my lip and sucked the 
blood as if she were some kind of animal. 

Afterward we held each other for what 
seemed like hours. “I hope I've made you 
happy,” she said, looking deeply into my 
eyes. “And I hope I can always make you 
happy.” 

I hada key tothe health club at the Am- 
bassador; so | suggested that we go over 
there for a swim. “There's nobody 
around,” I said, “and it’s a balmy night. 

Who cares about the rain?” 
At the pool's edge we 
took off our clothes, 
climbed in at the 
shallow end 
and waded 
toward 
the 


“Oh, God, please never let it end,” she 
sighed. “I want this feeling to last forev- 
er.” Then she began to beg, “Please fuck 
me, fuck me.” 

She reached down and inserted my pe- 
nis inside her, and we made love again. 
Every time the lightning flashed in the 
sky, the entire pool lit up. It was a turn-on 
to look down between us and see our pu- 
bic hairs snuggled tightly together. 

“You know, every time the lightning 
strikes, it’s like an orgasm lighting up the 
sky,” she said. “And every time the thun- 
der booms, it’s like someone up there 
screaming in ecstasy.” (As flowery as it 
may sound, she always talked that way.) 

“Sweetheart, if this is really what heav- 
en is like, then I want to be closer to it up 
there,” she continued. “From this mo- 
ment on I'll never be afraid to die.” 

Then Norma Jean held me close and 
said something I'll never forget. It haunts 
me to this day. “Darling,” she said, “in life 
we weep at the thought of death. Perhaps 
in death we weep at the thought of life.” 

She also told me that she had never in 
her life felt the way she did with me. “For 

(continued on page 48) 
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MARILYN MONROE (continued from page 39) 


Even after Marilyn was married, she was promiscuous. 
She preferred older men with a fatherly image. 


the first time,” she said, 
in love.” 

It began to get chilly as we got out of 
the pool and went upstairs. I put a mat- 
tress on the floor, and as we lay together, 
she revealed more about herself. She was 
still a baby when her mother was put into 
a mental institution. The fear of inherit- 
ing her family’s mental illness always 
haunted Norma Jean. 

The mother had spent long periods of 
her life in institutions, and her first 
husband—a man named Baker-had de- 
serted her and their two children, but lat- 
er returned to kidnap the youngsters. In 
1924 Mrs. Baker married Martin Edward 
Mortenson, who is said to be Norma 
Jean's natural father; but when he left 
home three years later, she fell apart un- 
der the strain and had to return to the asy- 
lum, where she died soon after. That's 
when Norma Jean, barely one year old, 
was sent to the first of a long string of fos- 
ter homes and orphanages. 

She said that she had gotten married at 
the age of 16 to Jim Dougherty, a teen- 
ager who lived next door to one of her 
foster homes. Even after she was married, 


“TL think I'm really 


SWAIKE Thkesleo, 


she was promiscuous—but only with men 
she liked. She preferred older men, usual- 
ly those with a fatherly image. They rep- 
resented something she had missed. 

In recent months she had gotten into 
the habit of sitting at hotel bars around 
the Ambassador area, ordering a drink 
and then waiting. If someone approached 
her and talked about the movie business, 
Norma Jean would usually become very 
interested—more often than not leaving 
the bar with him. And she knew exactly 
what to expect after arriving at his room 
or apartment. 

She enjoyed getting men excited; they 
made her feel as if she were more beauti- 
ful than she really was. She said that tak- 
ing her dress off seemed to give her a spe- 
cial power over them. But she always 
made the man wear a rubber to keep her 
from getting pregnant. 

As the night wore on, she told me that if 
she hadn't gone to bed with these men to 
make extra money, she never would have 
become an actress. The more beautiful 
they told her she was, the more she start- 
ed to believe it. All of the hardships she’d 
been forced to endure in foster homes 


“So what do you think of my pussy-muscle control 2 ” 
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had given her an inferiority complex that 
she'd only begun to overcome because of 
all the compliments coming in. 

After we started seeing each other reg- 
ularly, Norma Jean’s modeling jobs en- 
abled her to stop earning money on the 
side. We were very much in love, so much 
so that I decided to take her along when I 
drove home to Lancaster, Ohio, fora visit 
with my mother. It was the summer of 
1944, and the trip was like a honeymoon 
for us—each long day spent reading poetry 
to one another; each long night spent in 
one another's arms. 

In Dayton I took her on early-morning 
walks and afternoon picnics to all my old 
haunts-including a secret hiding place 
where I'd buried some old Indian arrow- 
heads I'd found as a boy; she kept them as 
a memento. My mom loved her too, of 
course, and gave me permission to give 
Norma Jean a small gold locket from her 
jewelry box that had long been a family 
heirloom. Promising to treasure it forev- 
er, she later put our pictures inside and 
for the next 16 years wore it almost every- 
where she went, 

I was still walking on air after we got 
back to L.A. Then several days later Nor- 
ma Jean called me, crying hysterically. | 
couldn’t make out everything she was say- 
ing. She always called me “Teddy” or 
“baby,” only this time when she said 
“baby,” she wasn't referring to me. She 
was pregnant! Not only was she upset, she 
was downright pissed off. 

“Look, Teddy,” she said, “we've got to 
do something about it. And we've got to 
do something fast.” 

I told her to take it easy. “It’s not the 
end of the world. We'll figure this thing 
out together.” 

I met Norma Jean that evening at the 
Haig and said I loved her enough to mar- 
ry her, if only she would have our baby. I 
had always wanted a child and told her so, 
adding that if we went through with an 
abortion, my pride might turn her against 
me. I could lose all self-respect, and in the 
end so would she. 

But Norma Jean was afraid. The 
thought that she might have inherited her 
family’s mental illness was bad enough, 
but now she expressed an even greater 
fear that any child she might bring into 
the world could turn out to be insane. She 
also said a baby would ruin her chances 
for an acting career. 

A few days later I drove down to State 
Beach and talked to a buddy of mine who 
was a lifeguard. He directed me toa local 
druggist, Doc Law. “Look, kid,” Doc said, 
“I'm going to give you the name of a guy 
to see. It'll cost you $250-50 for me and 
200 for the guy. He’s across the border in 
Tijuana. His name is Gomez. But first 
you've gotta come up with the money. He 

(continued on page 108) 
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Traffic must be pretty heavy, boy. We've been on this comer a long, long time! 


s a Bible-thumping Evangelist and faith healer, Marjoe 
Gortner drew eager throngs to small-town revival tents and big-city arenas for nearly 
20 years. Beginning at the tender 
age of four, he preached the 
Gospel and recited Scripture with 
such power and persuasion that 
money rolled into his ministry by 
the bucketful. His charismatic 
career was vividly portrayed in 
the Oscar-winning documentary 
Marjoe, which graphically 
exposed the exploitive nature of 


big-time organized religion. 


ot 


Marjoe sits at the head of the table he designed for the Last Supper Disenchanted by the greed 


and glitter, Marjoe finally broke away to pursue a full-time career as an actor, 
producer and director. In HUSTLER’s fifth celebrity photo-fantasy he presents his 
own daring version of the Last Supper and the Crucifixion—a dazzling visual display 
that is bound to create controversy. 

And as always, Marjoe is ready for his critics. “There are ministers in this 
country who will condemn these pictures,” he predicts. “They'll say I’ve gone to the 
Devil. | want to remind them that while they're preaching from their crystal 
cathedrals and television studios, flying around in their Learjets and living a life of 
luxury, I’m out on the streets and highways—just as Christ was—communicating with 
people they can’t reach. Who’s to judge who is the better preacher? 

“] promise you that the condemners will be the first to run their accusing eyes 
across these pages until their eyeballs steam—and then say that it’s wrong for others 


be 


t will happen that in the very place where it was said to them, 
Ye are not my people, they will be called ‘sons of the living God.’ ” 


—ROMANS 9:26 


to do so. While I’m not a minister anymore, I'll still always believe in God. And God 
tells us there’s nothing wrong about lusting for the beauty of the naked body—as long 
as it’s not done to excess. 

“| firmly believe that this 
pictorial is very spiritual and 
uplifting. I also realize that God 
created man with many 
different tastes. So if these 
pictures offend you, then you 
have an obligation to close the 


magazine and not look at them 


any further. 


With Marjoe supervising, a model is lifted by a 90-foot crane. 


“Unfortunately, people in 


today’s society are constantly 
abused in the name of religion. 
They re hounded for donations; 
they re made to feel guilty and 
evil. I want no part of that. I 
want people to enjoy life. If I 
can make the readers of 
HUSTLER feel good and closer 
to God—for even a few 
moments-then I'll know that 
what I’ve tried to do here has 


been worthwhile.” 
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Halleluj ah! Creative Director Bill Nirenberg and Photo Director James Baes assist Marjoe 
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nd if I go and 
prepare a place for you, 
I will come again, and 
receive you unto myself; 
that where I am, there 
ye may be also.” 
—JOHN 14:3 
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| am a wall, and my breasts like towers: then was I in his eyes as one that found favour.” 
—SOLOMON’S SONG 8:10 


his 


hether therefore ye eat, or drink, or whatsoever ye do, do all to the glory of God.” 
—1 CORINTHIANS 10:31 


a | 
am the living 


bread which came down 
from heaven: if any man 
eat of this bread, he shall 
live forever: and the 
bread that I will give is 
my flesh, which I will give 
for the life of the world.” 
—JOHN 6:51 


&b 


or every creature of God is good, and nothing to be 
refused, if it be received within thanksgiving.” 
—1 TIMOTHY 4:4 


hen a man’s ways please the LORD, he maketh 
even his enemies to be at peace with him.” 
—PROVERBS 16:7 


e6 


nd he that 
taketh not his cross, and 
followeth after me, is not 
worthy of me.” 
—MATTHEW 10:38 


in 


ather, I will that they also, whom 
thou hast given me, be with me where I am; that 
they may behold my glory, which thou hast given 
me: for thou lovedst me before the foundation of 
the world.” 


—JOHN 17:24 
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_ ou are those who have stood by me in my trials.” —-LUKE 22:28 
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ut the natural man receiveth not the things of the Spirit of God: for they are foolishness 
unto him: neither can he know them, because they are spiritually discerned.” 
—1 CORINTHIANS 2:14 


So. with a loud voice, Worthy is the Lamb that was slain to receive power, and riches, 
and wisdom, and strength, and honor, and glory, and blessing.” 


—REVELATION 5:12 
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iggest Jackpots in LA 


Blackjack * Texas Hold'em * 3 Gard Poker 
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www.HustlerGasinoLA.com + 1000 W. Redondo Beach Blvd. Gardena, CA 90247 * 310.719.9800 
Must be 21 to visit casino. Play responsibly, Gambling Problem? Call 1-800-GAMBLER. 02.11.10 
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hen shall the 
dust return to the earth 
as it was: and the spirit 
shall return unto GOD 
who gave it.” 
—ECCLESIASTES 12:7 


Driving through the Australian outback, an American tourist 
and his wife pulled over to watch the amazing sight of a 
bushman running down a kangaroo on foot. Almost out of 
breath, the bushman eventually caught the kangaroo and pro- 
ceeded to ravish it withygusto. 

The tourists drove on, shaking their heads with amazement. 
Over the next hill they came upon a stockman on horseback 
running down another kangaroo, which he promptly raped. 

Soon the couple came to a little town, where they stopped at 
a bar to quench their thirst. The man went into the restroom to 
relieve himself and came upon a fellow with one leg who was 
leaning against the wall next to his crutches and masturbating 
like crazy. 

The tourist hurried back into the bar and stared at the bar- 
man. “What kind of a country is this?” he asked. “Back up the 
road we saw a man catch and rape a kangaroo! Then a little far- 
ther along we saw another man run a kangaroo down and rape 
it! Just now I went into the restroom and found a man with one 
leg, pulling on himself like the end of the world was near! What 
the hell is going on?” 

The barman stared back, incredulous. “Well, mate, you cer- 
tainly don’t expect a bloke with only one leg to run a kangaroo 
down, do you?” 


A. old black man was lying on his deathbed, holding a conver- 
sation with the Lord. After screwing up enough courage, he fi- 
nally asked a question he had wanted to know the answer to 
for years. 

“Lord,” the old man queried, “is You black, or is You white?” 

The Lord replied, “I am what I am.” 

“Please don't jive me,” the old man said. “I needs to know. Is 
You black, or is You white?” 

“My son,” the Lord replied, “if I were black, | would have 
said, ‘I is what 1 is.” 


The HUSTLER Dictionary defines cold cream as: a vaginal lu- 
bricant for necrophiles. 


A 90-year-old woman and a 93-year-old man had just gotten 
married. When the husband came out of the bathroom ready 
for bed, he found his wife standing on her head and up against 
the bedroom wall. 

“What the hell are you doing?” he asked. 

“Well,” she explained, “I figured in case you couldn't get it 
up, you could just drop it in.” 
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A homosexual went mountain climbing, slipped on the edge of 
a cliff and caught hold of a low-hanging branch about ten feet 
below the place from which he'd fallen. Knowing he was going 
to die, he fervently began praying to the Lord to save him. 

Much to the fellow’s relief, an angel appeared and asked, 
“Do you truly believe in the Lord?” 

“Oh, yes,” answered the gay, “with all my heart.” 

“Then let go,” the angel said, “and the Lord will save you.” 

The man thought about it for a moment, then let go and fell 
to his death. ‘The angel looked down at his handiwork and ex- 
claimed, “Shit! The way I hate fags, I'll never know how I got to 
be an angel.” 


D cciton: Why does a paranoid schizophrenic have a hard 
time shaving? 
Answer: He doesn’t trust the fucker holding the razor. 


Be ladies were out driving in the Virginia countryside, 50 
miles from Washington, D.C. One of them noticed two naked 
men ina field masturbating each other, and she pointed them 
out to her friend. 

“Look!” the woman exclaimed. “Two Democrats jerking 
each other off.” 

“How do you know they’re Democrats?” her friend asked. 

“If they were Republicans, they'd be fucking a crowd of poor 


people.” 
The HUSTLER Dictionary defines holy oil as: preacher cum. 


A man was being worn out by his young wife’s astounding sex- 
ual appetite. Every morning she would climb all over him call- 
ing, “More sex! More sex! More sex!” So to avoid killing him- 
self, he took out an ad in a swingers magazine, offering to pay 
any stud who could satisfy his wife. 

One reply came from a really well-hung fellow. The husband 
met the guy, took him home, brought him up to the bedroom 
and introduced him to his eager wife. Before he left the two to- 
gether, the man told the stud to take a piece of chalk and make 
a mark on the wall every time he fucked her. In this way, the 
husband would be able to figure out how much he owed. 

The next morning the husband found the stud worn out, his 
huge tool lying limp on the bed. The wall was covered with 
chalk marks, but the wife was still jumping up and down on the 
bed crying, “More sex! More sex! More sex!” 

That night the man went to a bar and told his problems to a 
friend. The friend knew of an animal trainer who owned a 
randy gorilla with a cock the size of a baseball bat. 

When the man introduced the gorilla to his wife, she went 
nuts with desire and started crying even louder, “More sex! 
More sex! More sex!” The man gave the gorilla a piece of chalk 
and told him to mark the wall every time they screwed. 

The next morning the man went nervously into the bed- 
room. His wife and the gorilla were still fucking furiously. 
Upon seeing her husband, the wife immediately cried, “More 
chalk! More chalk! More chalk!” 


HUSTLER Humor jokes are sent to us by our readers. If you've heard 
a gut-buster lately, why not send it our way? Submit your jokes on 

3” X 5” cards, mailed in a sealed envelope, to: HUSTLER Humor, 

2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054. If 
your joke is selected, we'll send you a check for $50. Sorry-we cannot 

return submissions. e 
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in anyone except the President of 
D' an Muammar Kaddafi. 
ation, HUSTLER, recently fea- 
Gi eongiseerian’ Larry McDonald 
women alleged to be prosti- 


of secret sex videotapes 
an-the late mistress: of. 


BY RUDY MAXA 


LARRY AND THE LORD (continued from page 77) 


Flynt got a kick out of p 


ublishing a men’s magazine 


that made its rivals look like ‘My Weekly Reader.’ 


was murdered by the agents of White 
House counselors implicated in the tapes. 
Earlier, Flynt supplied CBS-TV with video- 
tapes of the FBI's sting of auto executive 
John Z. DeLorean. 

And that’s just the top of the news. 
Flynt also cursed out the United States 
Supreme Court, using language that has 
never before been heard in that august 
chamber. In Los Angeles, television cam- 
eras captured Flynt swathed in an Ameri- 


can-flag diaper. He has been in and out of 


more courtrooms than your average at- 


torney, paid hundreds of thousands of 


dollars in fines for his iconoclastic behav- 
ior and been railroaded by a federal judge 
toa prison mental hospital in Springfield, 
Missouri, for “observation.” 

Through it all, Flynt has surrounded 
himself with a bewildering group of infor- 
mal advisers. There’s Dick Gregory, the 
black comedian/social activist; Russell 
Means, the radical Indian leader; G. Gor- 
don Liddy, the toughest of the Watergate 
conspirators; ‘Timothy Leary, the LSD 
apostle of the ‘60s; Dennis Hoppe r, the 
actor/filmmaker; and a motley crew of 
would-be mercenaries, conspiratorial doom- 


sayers, dietitians and fringe Evangelists. 

What's going on here? Beats me, and 
I've been writing about Flynt for eight 
years—more than half my career as a jour- 
nalist. But his unconventional behavior 
started several years ago, in 1977, when 
Flynt said he had been born again with a 
little help from the late Ruth Carter 
Stapleton-the Evangelist sister of the 
then-President of the United States. 

Not that things weren’t strange before 
then. The early success of HUSTLER 
made Flynt wealthy beyond his dreams, 
and as a boy growing up ina dirt-poor hol- 
low in Kentucky, he could not have imag- 
ined how quoted-as well as how admired 
and loathed—he would be as an adult. 
‘That makes fora different sort of life; and 
certainly, Larry Flynt is different from 
you and me. But until he was born again, 
Flynt was merely considered a harmless 
rascal who liked to raise hell and gota kick 
out of publishing a men’s magazine that 
made its rivals look like My Weekly Reader. 

The news of Flynt’s conversion, which 
he announced in November 1977 in a 
Houston church, shocked America. ‘The 
country’s best-known pornographer stand- 
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ing in a pulpit next to Jimmy Carter's sis- 
ter was the kind of story that delights edi- 
tors bent on selling newspapers, 

Flynt and Stapleton were swamped with 
requests for media interviews, but they 
refused to meet with the press. That was 
when I knew something serious was going 
on. Flynt’s refusing to talk to the press was 
like Wimpy’s passing up a hamburger. 

Shortly after Flynt’s conversion hit the 
news wires, | reached him and Stapleton 
by radiophone as they were flying over 
the Midwest aboard Flynt’s private jet. 
She was sobbing; he was overwhelmed by 
his emotional experience. Flynt offered 
to stop in Washington to pick up me and 
my wife, who is also a journalist, for a trip 
to the West Coast. We could talk then, he 
assured me. 

So on the cold night of November 18, 
1977, 1 began a whirlwind week with 
Flynt as he tried to rearrange his life ac- 
cording to what he perceived to be the 
dictates of God. It was one of the strang- 
est weeks of my life, 

On the occasion of Easter 1984, Flynt 
asked me to go back to my notes and the 
articles | wrote during that period. The 
following account recalls those days. 

| -eSte 

The nation’s air-traffic controllers got 
a kick out of the jet Flynt owned at that 
time. It was a $2.2-million, Israeli-built 
Jet Commander painted all pink on the 
outside in honor of the threshold Flynt 
had crossed in “going pink”—publishing 
explicit photos of female genitalia. The 
guys in the control towers called the plane 
the Pink Panther or the Pepto-Bismol 
plane. Flynt named it Dreams Die First, af- 
ter a Harold Robbins novel, the hero of 
which was the publisher of a raunchy 
men’s magazine. 

It was in the pink jet that Flynt first flew 
to North Carolina in September 1977 to 
meet Ruth Carter Stapleton, A producer 
at CBS's 60 Minutes, Joe Wershba, had 
done segments on both Flynt and Staple- 
ton, and he thought the two charismatic 
personalities might mesh well together. 
So he suggested Flynt, the Atheist, call 
Stapleton, the devout Christian. 

During their first conversation she in- 
vited Flynt to dinner the following night. 
He pleaded a busy schedule, to which Sta- 
pleton responded coolly, “You know the 
nice thing about people like you and 
me, Mr. Flynt? We can do anything we 
want to do.” 

It was the kind of bravura Flynt liked, 
and the next night he dined with Staple- 
ton and her husband, Robert, a veterinar- 
ian, at the Stapletons’ country club near 
Fayetteville. 

At the time, Flynt had another friend in 
the evangelism business, the Reverend 
Bob Harrington of New Orleans-the self- 

(continued on page 86) 
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It was an exciting time, but 


Liza was bored. For her those 
new machines and big 
factories were all pointless. 
None of the new inventions 
appealed to her; so she lulled 
away the days practicing the 
pleasures of solo love. What 
she wanted was a mechanical 
man with a mechanical cock. 
(Oh, Tom Swift, where are 
you?) Let them make an 
electric dick—that could keep 
her satisfied. Until they did, 
she'd stroke herself forever. 
Because Liza wanted to come, 
and for that there was no time 
like the present. 


Photography by Jerry Pasternak 
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LARRY AN D THE LORD (continued from page 78) 


Flynt, delighted that a sinner so notorious as Paul could 
become one of the apostles, identifies closely with him. 


appointed Chaplain of Bourbon Street. 
Brother Bob, as he likes to call himself, is 
a fast-talking master of the philosophical 
one-liner. “Next to God,” he often says, 
“the strongest word in the Bible is go; you 
can’t spell God, good or Gospel without 
it.” He is movie-star handsome and 
dresses as if a television camera might be 
waiting around every corner. Flynt had 
met him in the summer of 1976 during a 
HUSTLER interview, and each man saw 
in the other a supersalesman. 

They shared a Baptist heritage, South- 
ern upbringing and quick wit. Some months 
after the interview, Flynt gave Brother 
Bob a gift: a $155,000 motor coach that 
was the size of a Greyhound bus. 

“That's when I knew something was 
happening,” Harrington told me a year 
later. “The Bible says a man’s heart is 
where his treasure is.” 

It would be a year before Flynt would 
announce he had found Jesus Christ; but 
when he did, he credited Harrington with 
“planting the seed, putting me through 
boot camp.” For his part, Harrington 
traveled the United States in style, speak- 
ing at motivation and religious rallies, 
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peddling his “Success Sacks” and living in 
the coach (he didn't like the term bus), 
which was furnished with a bedroom, 
kitchen, living room and bathroom. I 
didn’t know it when we took off that Mon- 
day night from Washington's National 
Airport, but I was just a couple of days 
from meeting Brother Bob aboard his bus. 

Day 1: It is November 28, 1977, ten 
days after 34-year-old Flynt announced 
he’s seen the light, and along with his 
wife, Althea, he wants to head to Colo- 
rado for a little rest and relaxation. Fat 
chance. Flynt is bubbling over with enthu- 
siasm, talking about how HUSTLER will 
be changed, how his life will be different 
and how he intends to help bring peace to 
the world. There will be, it soon becomes 
clear, no peace in his world for the fore- 
seeable future. 

Sitting in the rear of the jet, an exhaust- 
ed Stapleton has plans of her own: She is 
en route to San Francisco for a stay at a 
private spa, the Golden Door. She asks for 
a scotch and water, then asks me if that 
can be off the record, as she doesn’t want 
followers of her “inner healing” move- 
ment to know she occasionally imbibes. 


Flynt tells me that he saw a vision of the 
apostle Paul a few days earlier. It was 
Paul, the Pharisee of the Pharisees, who 
was on the road to Damascus to arrest 
some of Jesus’ followers for heresy when 
suddenly he fell to the ground, blinded by 
light. Jesus spoke to him, and Paul was 
converted. Flynt, delighted that a sinner 
so notorious as Paul could become one of 
the apostles, identifies closely with him. 

Waiting on the tarmac at the Alamosa, 
Colorado, airport are several Christians, 
including an insurance salesman with a tie 
clasp that reads: TRY GOD. 

“Oh, no,” Althea Flynt says, “they're 
going to try and convert me.” 

Althea is unsure about what to make of 
the change that has come over her hus- 
band. At the least, she resents Stapleton 
for upsetting her marriage. In more care- 
free days when the Flynts ran HUSTLER 
from modest offices in Columbus, Ohio, 
Althea would spot attractive women for 
Larry and suggest an afternoon dalliance. 
Now the man she married had no time for 
or interest in sex. And his conversation 
revolved almost exclusively around reli- 
gion. (For the record, Althea didn’t put 
down her husband's conversion; she just 
didn’t want to have to buy into the 
program.) 

In Alamosa, Althea falls asleep at the 
home of one of her husband’s new Chris- 
tian friends who discusses the Scriptures 
with Flynt until the early-morning hours. 

Day 2: The crop of grand vacation 
homes available around Alamosa is slim; 
so Flynt orders his pilot to return from 
San Francisco, where the pink jet had 
dropped off Stapleton the night before. 
Next stop: Colorado Springs. Flynt likes 
Colorado. Its motto, he notes, is “Nothing 
Without God,” and Alamosa sits at the 
foot of a mountain range called the Blood 
of Christ. 

Near Colorado Springs the Flynts check 
into a $300-a-day suite at a lavish old-line 
resort, the Broadmoor. At the hotel's 
French restaurant the maitre d’ provides 
Flynt with a house tie; Flynt asks in vain 
for a pink one. 

The appetizer is caviar, the main course 
is fresh fish, and the wine is Chateau 
Lafite-Rothschild. The conversation is 
about a sect of religious radicals who call 
themselves Christian Patriots. Flynt says 
they are willing to die for their God and 
country, and he wants to fly a few to Colo- 
rado Springs for consultation. 

“Part of my calling,” Flynt says, “is to 
enlist more Christian Patriots.” 

Day 3: Padding about the hotel in his 
pajamas all day, Flynt isa dynamo, talking 
by phone with Chuck Colson, the born- 
again Christian who was once Richard 
Nixon’s hatchetman, and telephoning 
Colson’s mentor, Harold Hughes, the for- 

(continued on page 90) 
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GUEST EDITORIAL 


The Bullet That Really 
Killed John Kennedy 


In keeping with HUSTLER's long tradition of presenting even the most contro- 
versial viewpoints, we provide this space to outspoken opinion makers in 
politics, religion, the arts and other segments of contemporary society. This 

month's Guest Editorial is written by Harold A. Rydberg, a medical illustra- 


Harold A. Rydberg 


ore than 20 years have passed since the na- 
tion as well as the world were shocked and 


stunned by the horrible assassination of Pres- 
ident John F. Kennedy. All of us who are old enough 
to remember know exactly what we were doing at the 
moment we first heard the devastating news. | was 
teaching an anatomy class to Navy medical illustra- 
tors at the National Naval Medical Center in Bethes- 
da, Maryland. It was at that same hospital where Ken- 
nedy’s body underwent an autopsy seven hours after 
the tragic events in Dallas. 

Three months later | found myself in the middle of 
the assassination controversy when | was ordered by 
the Navy to prepare life-size color drawings of the fa- 
tal bullet wounds-drawings that became a key factor 
in the Warren Commission's investigation into the 
President's death because they established the direc- 
tion from which the bullets had come. 

As astonishing as it may seem, my illustrations of 
how the wounds were received were done completely 
from verbal descriptions supplied by Dr. James 
Humes-one of the two pathologists who conducted 
the autopsy. | was forbidden access to every one of 
the relevant photographs and X-rays, which are nor- 
mally considered to be critical in making accurate 
drawings and diagrams. These restrictions were al- 
legedly imposed because of the severity of the 
wounds; they were said to be too graphic. 

Rendered in two days with little preparation, the 
original drawings were too rushed to present a de- 
tailed picture of the wounds. With the X-rays and pho- 
tographs made unavailable, it was impossible to pro- 
duce an accurate representation of what happened. 
By relying on verbal descriptions, | was forced to exe- 
cute the drawings exactly as | was told to do. 

The FBI and Secret Service removed the undevel- 
oped photographs and X-rays from the autopsy room 
immediately after they were taken. They now repose 
under lock and key in the National Archives, unable to 
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tor at the School of Medicine, University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill. 


be viewed by anyone. And all my preliminary drawings 
and sketches were confiscated by the government as 
soon as | completed the final renderings. 

Based on my drawings and the volumes of testimo- 
ny, the Warren Commission concluded that Kennedy 
had been killed by Lee Harvey Oswald-a lone gun- 
man who fired three shots from a sixth-floor window 
in the Texas School Book Depository overlooking the 
Presidential motorcade from behind. The commission 
determined that one shot missed completely; a sec- 
ond shot struck Kennedy in the back of the neck and 
exited through his throat, hitting Texas Governor 
John Connally (who was riding in the same car) in the 
chest, wrist and thigh; and the third shot caused the 
President's fatal head wound. 

At 21 years of age | was too overwhelmed by the 
events in which | had become involved to notice how 
strangely my phase of the investigation was being 
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Rydberg's drawing, tracing the fa- 
tal bullet's trajectory from the Texas 

School Book Depository, was released by the 

Warren Commission in 1964. His revised illus- 

tration (opposite page), done exclusively for 

HUSTLER Magazine, shows that the bullet 

came from the grassy-knoll area-indicating 

the presence of a second assassin. 
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conducted. | was a very scared sailor who simply was 
following orders. But now | am older and wiser. 

For the past 18 years | have read and evaluated ev- 
ery shred of evidence | could get ahold of concerning 
the trajectory of the fatal bullet and the area of Ken- 
nedy’s brain through which it passed. Today | firmly 
believe there is nothing on God’s green Earth that 
could have made the bullet hit the head from behind, 
take a somewhat right turn and exit from the right side 


missed and the second bullet that wounded Kennedy 
in the neck. But | also believe another assassin was 
present at a different vantage point in Dealey Plaza to 
make sure the job was done right. 

Over the years | have made numerous requests 
to such government officials as former Presidents 
Richard Nixon and Gerald Ford, former Vice Presi- 
dent Spiro Agnew and Senator Edward Kennedy, 
asking to be allowed to see the photographs and 


Kennedy’s backward lurch when he was hit in the head 
doesn’t make sense either, unless—as I believe—-he was also 
shot from the grassy knoll in front of the motorcade. 


of Kennedy’s skull. There is no way that brain tissue, 
a jellylike mass with the consistency of scrambled 
eggs, could divert a bullet from its normal course. 

Kennedy's backward lurch when he was hit in the 
head doesn't make sense either, unless—as | believe- 
he was also shot from the grassy knoll in front of the 
motorcade. The dramatic motion pictures taken by 
the late Abraham Zapruder, showing pieces of Ken- 
nedy’s skull exploding forward and upward, offer 
proof that a bullet must have struck him from the 
side-somewhat forward—and then immediately frag- 
mented upon impact. The force of the bullet striking 
the side of the head would have caused the tissue to 
explode outward, which is contrary to the Warren 
Commission's findings that there was only a small en- 
try wound and that large massive damage occurred 
when the bullet exited through the side. 

| believe Lee Harvey Oswald fired the first bullet that 


EXIT BULLET FRAGMENTS WITH SKULL . 


EXIT FRAGMENT 


ENTER FROM 
THE GRASSY KNOLL 
AREA 


HUSTLER MAY 


X-rays to check the accuracy of the drawings. For all 
my efforts | have received only a series of frustrating 
runarounds. 

| have also written several times to the Kennedy 
family’s lawyer, Burke Marshall, who has the last 
word on the viewing of the X-rays and photographs. 
But he put such severe restrictions on it that nothing 
could be accomplished if one were to follow them. 
Marshall warned that | could not talk about or redraw 
anything | looked at in respect to the X-rays and the 
photographs. Now, what the hell is he covering up? 

The sickening stench of a coverup begins with the 
fact that the federal government removed a body 
(Kennedy’s) from the scene of a crime (Dallas); if the 
average American citizen did something like that, he 
would be jailed immediately. 

This particular coverup theory-only one of many 
that doggedly continue to surface-is further support- 
ed by the circumstances surrounding the autopsy. 
Not only was it done almost 2,000 miles from the 
crime scene and the place where the body was first 
examined and treated, but no forensic pathologist- 
someone with specialized knowledge about the exits 
and entrances of bullet wounds-was present during 
the autopsy. Drs. James Humes and J. Thornton Bos- 
well, who performed the autopsy, didn’t bother to 
consult a forensic pathologist either. 

Finally, there was the absolute refusal to give the 
X-rays and photographs to appropriate individuals in 
order to present an accurate description of the 
wounds. Regrettably, this blatant act of censorship 
still continues 20 years later. 

Doesn't that make you wonder what they are hid- 
ing? And can you still believe the Warren Commis- 
sion’s conclusions-on anything? 

SS Ba a aS CE PIT 
Readers who share or disagree with Harold A. Rydberg’s opin- 
ions are encouraged to address Americans for a Free Press (2029 
Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054). qs 
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LARRY AND THE LORD (continued from page 86) 
“I promised to see myself castrated... to look and say, 
‘Yes, God, it’s okay. If that’s Your will, that is fine.’” 


mer Democratic senator from lowa. 

Flynt ignores the lengthy list of media 
requests for interviews, but begins dis- 
patching chartered Learjets around the 
country to bring in the Christian Patriots. 
Key HUSTLER and CHIC staffers are also 
ordered to appear at the Broadmoor for 
talks about changing the magazines. 

Althea, for one, is happy to have spent 
at least one day in the same city. 

Day 4: Flynt and I hop aboard the pink 
jet for a day trip to frozen, snow-covered 
lowa City. Waiting at the airport passen- 
ger gate is none other than Brother Bob 
Harrington, resplendent in a dark suit, 
gray vest, scarlet Yves St. Laurent tie and 
gold jewelry. | remark on the gold cuff- 
links engraved with quotations from the 
Scriptures. 

“God wants you to have the very best of 
everything in life,” says Harrington witha 
smile. 

“Can I have some of your lines?” cracks 
Flynt. 

“You can have any of my lines,” answers 
Harrington without missing a beat. “Noth- 
ing is original, just rearranged.” 

Flynt has come to lowa City to attend a 


“Think Positive Rally” starring Harring- 
ton, former Carter Budget Director Bert 
Lance and radio star Paul Harvey. Broth- 
er Bob’s coach is waiting outside the ter- 
minal, and an engraved plaque near the 
door reads: “This luxury executive coach 
is provided for Bob Harrington, the 
Chaplain of Bourbon Street, to travel 
across America and make people /fee/ 
good—Larry Flynt, Publisher, Columbus, 
Ohio.” 

Inside, Harrington’s golf clubs rest 
against a sofa, and Harold Hughes is on 
hand to huddle with Flynt. They talk 
alone for two hours, and before he de- 
parts for an evening event in Texas, 
Hughes invites Flynt to visit him at his 
home on Maryland's Eastern Shore. 

At the upbeat rally Harrington inter- 
rupts his religious-motivation spiel to in- 
troduce the man who bought him his bus. 
Flynt speaks for about ten minutes with- 
out notes and receives polite applause. 
Several lowans approach him offstage af- 
terward to wish him well. 

We return to Colorado Springs in the 
middle of the night. Flynt is the only one 
on the plane who is not bone weary. 
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Day 5: A few Christian Patriots—grim- 
looking men wearing bland suits—appear 
conspicuous in Flynt’s suite. Staffers from 
HUSTLER and CHIC are informally 
dressed and very puzzled about what's 
come over their publisher. Their fears 
are confirmed when Flynt raises the sub- 


ject of a pamphlet with an orange cover 


he received from someone who claims a 
relative recovered from incurable cancer 
by following the advice inside. 

The pamphlet describes a saliva-and- 
urine test that supposedly pinpoints fu- 
ture diseases in the body. By changing 
one’s diet, it says, such horrors can be 
avoided. The pamphlet’s author is pres- 
ent, but the man who actually devised 
what quickly became known around the 
suite as the “spit and piss test” is being de- 
tained in a California jail on charges of 
practicing medicine without a license. 
Flynt will eventually guarantee his 
$40,000 bond and secure his release. 

In the morning Flynt begins discussing 
changes in his magazines. He announces 
that he'll consult religious experts on edi- 
torial matters if need be. 

“There will be a rabbi anda... .what’s a 
religion that starts with E ?” 

“Episcopalian!” someone shouts. 

“Right, an Episcopalian priest. But | 
don’t want you to think I’m going to sit 
down with biblical scholars and let them 
run the magazine. I'll use them for refer- 
ence. If I have any questions, I'll just fall 
right down on my knees and ask Him 
|God] what to do.” 

There will be no more photo-spreads of 
women alone, says Flynt. Sex is to be pre- 
sented more naturally, with a man in the 
picture. The cartoon feature Honey Hook- 
er will henceforth be called only Honey, 
and it will portray a modern American 
woman searching for moral values. 

Then Flynt pauses and surveys his staff- 
ers with some impatience. 

“Look,” he says, passing out copies of 
the orange pamphlet, “I want you to go to 
your rooms and read this—there’s no use 
talking about something when you don’t 
know what we’re talking about.” 

The staff holds a fast caucus and decides 
to reject Flynt’s directive that they all sub- 
mit to the saliva-and-urine test, claiming 
their free will would be in question if they 
did. Althea ends the day on a pleasant 
note. Scouting Colorado vacation homes 
by helicopter with a real-estate agent, she 
has fallen for a $275,000 wood-and-glass 
house in Evergreen. Her husband buys it 
for her as an early Christmas gift. 

* * * 

Those who knew Flynt, including me, 
had no doubt of the sincerity of his reli- 
gious conversion. During their flight 
from Texas, Stapleton said Flynt was 
“doubled over in deep agony” as he admit- 

(continued on page 100) 


MAY HUSTLER 


€ > aa. 
‘i ET ey Li, ae 
: \\ I(% 
a rv 


tl 


& 
S 
4 

ml 

= 

4 
¥ 

m 

Y. 
al 

<= 
> 

= 
a, 
o 
Le 
Sp 
° 
S 
S 

= 

Be 


EDs Re Stel om perenne eee To ioe 
yi 7k 


HUSTLER MAGAZINE 
PHOTO CONTEST 
MODEL RELEASE 


Here is the model release you must send with 
your entry (preferably, more than one photo) in 
HUSTLER'’s Beaver Hunt contest—see opposite 
page. Models should be shown totally nude, 
and faces must be visible. Novelty photos will 
be considered. Mail to: HUSTLER Beaver Hunt, 
2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los An- 
geles, CA 90067-3054. 


Please Print 


Model's Name Name to Be Published 


Address 


Date of Birth Phone (include area code) 


Model's Social Security Number 


Occupation 


Hobbies 


Sexual Fantasies 


include separate sheet if necessary 


Photographer 
NOTE: PRIZE MONEY SENT TO MODEL ONLY 


| hereby give HUSTLER Magazine. its affiliates, suc- 
cessors and assigns, and those acting under its per- 
mission or upon its authority, permission to copyright 
and/or publish any photographs of myself with or with- 
Out my name and to make any changes or any addi- 
tions whatsoever to such photographs, portraits or any 
of the above information. | understand that editorial 
matter will accompany these photos. | also understand 
that if the editors so decide, my photographs can be 
published in GENTLEMAN'S COMPANION Magazine's 
photo contest, My Woman... My Wife, in which case 
the prize awarded is $50, or in another affiliated maga- 
zine for an amount to be determined by that magazine. 
| certify that | am of full age and am possessed of full 
legal capacity to execute the foregoing authorization. 


WARNING: ANYONE SIGNING THIS RELEASE FORM 
OTHER THAN THE MODEL WILL BE SUBJECT 
TO MONETARY DAMAGES AND/OR CRIMINAL 
PROSECUTION. 


| DECLARE UNDER PENALTY OF PERJURY THAT ALL 
OF THE INFORMATION | HAVE GIVEN ABOVE IS TRUE 
AND CORRECT. 


Model's Lega! Signature 
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LARRY AND THE LORD 
(continued from page 90) 


ted to heinous sins too numerous for her 
to recall. She remembered Larry saying 
over and over, “Yes, Lord, I'll give that 
up.” Said Stapleton: “You know, spiritual 
surgery is worse than physical surgery be- 
cause you're awake.” 

Even after my week on the road with 
Flynt, | wasn’t sure what had happened at 
that very moment he thought he'd seen 
the Truth. So I visited him at his Tudor 
mansion in Columbus two weeks before 
Christmas. 

The halls were decked with boughs of 
holly. Dozens of poinsettias and floral ar- 
rangements filled the house. Outside, a 
fir tree was hung with huge candy canes 
and lights that reflected softly on a blan- 
ket of snow. 

Flynt was in the midst of changing his 
diet as prescribed by the Christian Patri- 
ots and Dick Gregory, Gone were the tra- 
ditional refrigerator contents; replacing 
them were large containers of black- 
cherry and papaya juices. Yogurt was 
everywhere, and organically grown fruits 
and vegetables were scheduled to arrive 
momentarily by plane. 

I went with Flynt to an upstairs bed- 
room, and with a tape recorder I pressed 
him on his experience. It had obviously 
been an intensely private moment, and it 
took some persuading to convince him to 
share it. 

The setting, he said, was the cabin of his 
pink jet, in flight between Ohio and Cali- 
fornia, with only Ruth Carter Stapleton at 
his side. Suddenly, Flynt remembered, he 
fell to his knees, his hands clasped in 
prayer. He began feeling a warm, ting- 
ling, powerful sensation, and there was a 
medicinal taste rising in his throat. A man 
laughing heartily and calling himself Paul 
stood beside Jesus Christ. 

“I promised to give up my wife for 
Him,” Flynt told me. “I promised to see 
myself castrated, to look down and see 
myself with no sexual organs and look up 
and say, ‘Yes, God, it’s okay. If that’s Your 
will, that is fine.’ I spoke in tongues. 
There were animals eating at my neck, 
like baboons and monkeys, gnawing at 
me. He told me my calling: to bring peace 
on Earth. And He told me there had been 
a distortion of His Word, which con- 
firmed my thing on religion: There are a 
lot of religions, but only one God. 

“Then I had to pray for my wife, 
Althea—He was taking Althea away from 
me, a natural death or an accident. Oh, 
how I had to pray. Then I asked him 
about [the late comedian] Lenny Bruce, 
and I got the feeling Lenny was in hell: so 
I prayed and prayed and prayed for 
Lenny. But it seemed as if He only 
reached down and picked up half of 


Lenny. I remember saying something like 
‘Did you get him—did you get him all?’ and 
then I looked very close up at Jesus, and 
He was holding Lenny in His arms. . . .” 

It lasted, said Larry, for hours. After- 
ward Flynt considered himself to be on a 
mission, with a message for the world that 
sexual repression was responsible for 
much of society’s ills. 

In a lengthy article I wrote for the 
Washington Post after my week on the 
road with Flynt, I concluded this way: 

“When he was a youngster, Larry Flynt 
suspected he would become either a gyne- 
cologist or an Evangelist. Time will tell if 
he will come as close to the latter as he did 
to the former. But he understands the 
public significance of his startling conver- 
sion. “The whole world,’ he says quietly in 
a private moment, ‘is watching for me to 
fall from grace.’ 

Several months later, on March 6, 
1978, it was an attempted assassin’s bul- 
lets that made him fall to the ground in 
Lawrenceville, Georgia. The seriousness 
of his wounds nearly killed him; yet Flynt 
hung on and managed to maintain his 
business and home in Los Angeles, where 
he had relocated them just two months 
earlier. 

But many of the wheels he'd set into 
motion after his born-again experience 
ground to a halt. And gradually, in the 
late "70s and early '80s, Flynt became ad- 
dicted to pain-killing drugs, the better to 
dull the agony that shot up his spinal cord 
from his paralyzed legs to his brain. 

It wasn’t until he learned in late 1982 of 
a type of laser surgery offered at Duke 
University that he was able to come out of 
his groggy world. The operation stopped 
the pain, and Flynt decided that he was an 
Atheist and that the wrenching experi- 
ence of years earlier had probably been a 
product of his Baptist background and 
the stress he had felt as HUSTLER was 
rapidly expanding. 

But that was before Jesus H. Christ, 
Esq., appeared on the masthead as Pub- 
lisher of HUSTLER last fall. Is there 
something stirring in his breast again? 
What drives Flynt to run for the Presiden- 
cy of the United States or cuss out the Su- 
preme Court? How much trouble can one 
man make? 

In a way, some of the world has already 
decided Flynt has fallen from grace- 
irrevocably so, But both times I've had 
Flynt as a guest on an all-talk radio show 
that I host in Washington, most listeners 
have called to give Flynt a pat on the 
back. It’s been surprising to me, but—put 
bluntly—Flynt seems to speak to the frus- 
trations of Mr. and Mrs. Front Porch 
America. 

And whatever the future holds for 
Lawrence Claxton Flynt, I can guarantee 
you one thing: It won't be boring. 
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Detroit, Michigan's Alisha is a 
20-year-ah who'd get off on being a 
professional groupie. Alisha says she'd 
like her career’s first fuck to be with 
Steven Tyler of Aerosmith. 
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We talked to Jodi, HUSTLER’s May Beaver of the Month, as she relaxed in our studio 
dressing room following her first professional photo-session. She spoke candidly 
about her background. “I grew up in an ultraconservative Midwestern town, and you 
can bet it wasn’t easy for an uninhibited girl like me. I’ve always been very open to 


sexual experimentation; so naturally I was 
the talk of the town. Thank God, my par- 
ents were supportive of me, or I might 
have turned out really warped!” 

Jodi’s ambition is to one day become a 
film star. “That’s why I was so thrilled 
to be chosen for Beaver Spotlight. The 
motion-picture industry is difficult to 
break into, and this pictorial will give me 
just the kind of exposure I need.” When 
we asked Jodi about her favorite sexual 
fantasy, she told us: “I’m still a small-town 
girl at heart, even though I’ve moved to the 
big city. For me there’s nothing half as 
thrilling as driving out to the country with 
my boyfriend, lying down on a blanket in 
the middle of an apple orchard and mak- 
ing love to our hearts’ content.” 
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MARILYN MONROE (continued from page 48) 


After the abortionist had her put her legs in the stirrups, 
the dirty animal bastard had played with her pussy. 


doesn’t take anything on credit, and nei- 
ther do I.” 

Norma Jean was ready to leave the next 
day. In July 1946 we drove down the coast 
of Southern California, over the border, 
into probably the dirtiest, filthiest section 
of Tijuana I'd ever seen. | found Gomez's 
house. A fat, dirty man came to the door 
with a cat under one arm. He had four 
black teeth in his mouth and looked like a 
cross between Frankenstein’s monster 
and a werewolf. 

“Doc Law sent me,” I said. “Are you 
Gomez?” He stood there and looked at 
me. Then he stared at Norma Jean. Final- 
ly he said, “Donde esta’el dinero?” 

| handed Gomez $200 cash, which at 
that time seemed like $2,000. His place 
was dark and dirty; there were cats all 
over and cat shit everywhere. In the back 
of the room he had two lights on the ceil- 
ing, a tray with boiling water, some differ- 
ent types of medical equipment, utensils 
boiling for sterilization and an old barber- 
shop chair equipped with stirrups. 

I went outside and sat down on the 
porch. About a half hour later I heard 
some groaning and a scream, Gomez 


came to the door and said, “Don’t worry, 
amigo; she’s all right.” 

Another 90 minutes went by before the 
screen door opened, and Norma Jean 
came out looking very pale. She held onto 
me all the way home and told me about 
the terrible experience she’d had with 
Gomez. After he’d had her get into the 
barber’s chair and put her legs in the stir- 
rups, the dirty animal bastard had played 
with her pussy. 

I felt empty inside at the idea of losing 
our baby, and I felt for sure this would be 
the end of our relationship, But then she 
said, “Teddy, I never thought you would 
stand by me to the end. I want to go right 
on seeing you no matter what happens, 
because you proved yourself to me. 
You're not like the rest of these Holly- 
wood jerks. You didn’t run away when the 
chips were down.” 

Funds were getting low because of the 
abortion: so I had to find some extra 
work. I called Mickey, a buddy of mine 
who worked as a lifeguard at the Ocean 
House in Santa Monica—the home that 
William Randolph Hearst had originally 
built for his girlfriend, actress Marion Da- 
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vies. Davies had since converted the 
100-room showplace into a restaurant 
and private swimming club. Mickey told 
me he could use an extra lifeguard; so | 
was hired to work on weekends. 

Many nights we had the entire premises 
to ourselves, and Norma Jean would come 
down and spend the weekend with me. 
Mickey had his girlfriend, | had Norma 
Jean, and the four of us ran around bare- 
ass naked, skinny-dipped, drank cham- 
pagne, smoked pot, took baths by candle- 
light in a huge black-Italian-marble 
tub-and made love all over the place. I 
even drank warm champagne from Nor- 
ma Jean’s golden-fur pussy-cup. 

My uncle, Ted Lewis the bandleader, 
was being managed at the William Morris 
Agency by people like Lew Wasserman, 
Johnny Hyde, Dr. Jules Stein, Abe Lastfo- 
gel and one of the younger fellows at the 
time, Sam Weisbord, now president of 
William Morris. As Lewis’s nephew, I was 
invited to most of the lavish parties they 
periodically threw for business purposes; 
so I took Norma Jean along and intro- 
duced her to every big agent I had met 
through my uncle. One of them, the short 
and dapper Johnny Hyde, picked up on 
her immediately. 

He and I had been good friends, but I 
told him it was hands off when it came to 
Norma Jean. He knew how I felt about 
her and said his relationship with her was 
strictly business. He started introducing 
her to all the important producers and di- 
rectors. And then he introduced her to 
his bedroom. Two weeks later they were 
living together. I called Johnny and told 
him he could blackball me at the studios if 
he wanted to, but if he ever hurt Norma 
Jean, as the Italians say, he’d be breathing 
through a straw the rest of his life. 

By the summer of 1948 Johnny was 
running her life. He told her what parties 
to attend and which producers and direc- 
tors to go to bed with in order to further 
her career. This piss-poor, sawed-off Hol- 
lywood freak was no better than a pimp, 
and I said so to Norma Jean. That's when 
she started breaking dates with me, usual- 
ly at the last minute because of Johnny's 
demands. But we still kept seeing each 
other. One time, over drinks at the Haig, 
she told me Johnny had a heart problem 
and had to be cautious when it came to 
making love. 

“What's that supposed to mean?” I said. 

“It means there’s nothing wrong with 
his tongue.” 

She thought that was funny—but I 
slapped her. Then I fell apart. I actually 
stood there with tears in my eyes, and for 
the first time in our relationship I felt as if 
I were losing her. 

“Baby, don’t you remember the agree- 
ment we made?” she asked. “We said we 

(continued on page 112) 
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SEX AND 
PORNOGRAPHY 


my and Richard had been 
married only two years, 
but their sex life had 
already “petered” out. They 
had tried everything they 
could think of, from buying sat- 
in sheets to reading sex manuals, 
hoping to reawaken that dor- 
mant passion. No luck. Even in- 
troducing a third partner into 
their fuckfests couldn’t relieve 
the boredom and lack of sexual 
electricity that threatened to sink 
their relationship. ‘Then Richard 
came home one night with an 
X-rated videocassette he had bor- 
rowed from a buddy at work and 
popped it into the VCR. 

At first, Amy and Richard 
watched the movie stone-faced 
and somewhat nervously. But 
before long a miracle happened— 
the flick began to turn them on. 
While viewing an Oriental vixen 
going down on a black stud’s 
mammoth cock, Amy suddenly 
felt her cunt tingle and become 
moist. Richard got a raging 
hard-on, and in a matter of min- 
utes the two were thrashing 
around on the living-room floor, mimicking the sex action on 
the videotape. 

After the movie ended, the couple were drenched in a pool 
of sweat and love juice, and supremely satisfied. They had fi- 
nally found the key that could unlock the door to sexual fulfill- 
ment for them—pornography. 

Although porn has been used to enhance sex for centuries, 
there seems to be an increasing interest in erotic books, maga- 
zines and movies. With this growth, sexologists have noticed 
trends in the type of erotica that’s popular. Most claim our 
tastes in porn have become more hard-core. Australia’s Profes- 
sor John H. Court, an expert on current trends in pornography 
around the world, claims there is “a chain reaction, with people 
constantly seeking stronger stuff.” Another researcher, Pro- 
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BY JEFFREY RESSNER 


Many areas in the sexual world have remained hidden for 
too long behind the doors of fear, ignorance, inexperience and 
hypocrisy. In keeping with HUSTLER Magazine's belief that 
the repression of any and all sexual information is physically 
and emotionally damaging, we present this series of revealing 
articles to keep your sexual knowledge current, to lessen your 
inhibitions and-ultimately-to make you a much better lover. 


fessor Park Elliot Dietz of the 

University of Virginia, believes 

that sex magazines are becom- 
ing more outrageous because of 
the increased availability of both 
X-rated motion pictures and ca- 
ble television. 

Pornography has changed 
drastically over the past decade 
due both to its newfound re- 
spectability as “porn/chic” and 
the effects of new video technol- 
ogy on mainstream entertain- 
ment. In most large cities today 
fuck features are no longer 
shown in shabby theaters but in 
elegant movie houses boasting 
fine projection and sound sys- 
tems. And people who want to 
watch sex films in their own 
homes don’t have to fumble with 
unspooling reels of 8mm cellu- 
loid anymore; hard-core loops 
and features are now available 
for videocassette players and 
laser-disc machines. Pornogra- 
phy has become modernized, 
and so have most people’s atti- 
tudes toward explicitly erotic 
materials. 

Dozens of studies conducted over the years have tried to un- 
cover how pornography affects us, and most of them have con- 
cluded that the effects are not only pleasurable, but therapeu- 
tic as well. A survey of adults in Sweden—where erotica is 
readily and legally available-showed that people who viewed 
porn regularly experienced more sexual satisfaction than those 
who didn’t. And in the U.S. the government’s Report of the 
Commission on Obscenity and Pornography revealed that married 
couples showed an “increased openness” in communication 
and became “more agreeable” after looking at erotica. 

Perhaps most important, the commission found no evidence 
linking pornography to “crime, delinquency, sexual or non- 
sexual deviancy or severe emotional disturbances.” Through- 
out history, legislators and religious leaders have tried to prove 
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that male porn-lovers are degenerate and 
demented criminals who rape and abuse 
women. But the best porn encourages 
natural and open expression between sex 
partners. 

Other experts, working apart from the 
commission, drew similar conclusions. 
Therapists Barry and Emily McCarthy, 
authors of Sex and Satisfaction After 30, 
have written that “as an experience to 
provide exchange and variety [porn is] a 
way to experience vicariously a wide vari- 
ety of sexually stimulating performances.” 
Drs. Eberhard and Phyllis Kronhausen 
agree that “there is no clinical evidence 
anyone has ever been harmed psychologi- 
cally by reading even the most ‘obscene’ 
publications.” In their landmark study, 
Pornography and the Law, the Kronhau- 
sens wrote: “Erotic books may fulfill sev- 
eral eminently useful functions.” 

One of those functions is known as the 
“safety valve.” According to this widely 
accepted principle, potential sex offend- 
ers “let off steam” by enjoying porn and 
thus purge themselves of hostile or vio- 
lent behavior. This concept—also known 
as “catharsis” or “abreaction”—is accepted 
by many therapists who believe fantasies 
are healthy ways to express desire, sexual 
or otherwise. 

Dr. Benjamin Karpman, chief psycho: 
therapist at Washington, D.C.’s St. Eliza- 
beth Hospital, feels that people who like 
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hard-core books “are less likely to become 
sexual offenders than those who do not, 
for the reason that such reading often 
neutralizes what aberrant sexual interests 
they may have.” 

Another beneficial function of pornog- 
raphy may be as a sex-education teaching 
aid for teenagers. “The psychological ef- 
fects of reading erotic realism. ..are 
highly desirable for the average person,” 
claim the Kronhausens, and “if anything, 
even more desirable for young people.” 
Obviously, that doesn’t mean small chil- 
dren should be given bondage magazines 
or tapes of Seka Goes to Hollywood. Most 
child-psychology experts agree that teens 
sheltered from the realities of life will 
probably have more psychological prob- 
lems than persons exposed to them at a 
reasonably early age. While porn should 
not be the sole source of sex education for 
youngsters, the government's commis- 
sion found it may help stimulate much- 
needed discussions between parents and 
children about sexuality. 

Teenagers aren't the only ones who can 
learn something important from pornog- 
raphy. Adults who for one reason or anoth- 
er are ignorant about the variety of sexual 
positions available to them may find a 
whole new world of ecstasy through fuck- 
and-suck movies or books. For example, 
the film Deep Throat has been praised by 
many sexologists for its frank yet instruc- 
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tive demonstrations of the art of oral sex. 

Despite the many benefits of erotica, 
censors—from religious fanatics to Su- 
preme Court justices—have tried to sup- 
press so-called obscenity in this country. 
Criminal laws banning sexual writings 
and pictures in America date back to 
1815, when a group of Philadelphians 
were convicted for selling a picture show- 
ing “a man in an obscene, impudent and 
indecent posture with a woman.” 

Ina 1973 series of rulings the Supreme 
Court set aside earlier decisions defining 
obscenity as material “utterly without re- 
deeming social value,” and came up witha 
new definition. Pornographic matter is 
now protected by the First Amendment 
to the U.S. Constitution unless the work, 
taken as a whole, is found to: (1) appeal to 
a “prurient” interest; (2) portray sexual 
conduct in a “patently offensive manner”; 
and (3) be lacking “in any serious literary, 
artistic, political or scientific value.” 

No one-not even lawyers and judges— 
seems to know precisely what prurient 
means. The word is derived from a Latin 
term meaning “to itch,” and it’s usually as- 
sociated with something that gets you 
horny. The phrase “patently offensive” 
refers to “a consummated sexual act, 
masturbation, excretion and/or the lewd 
exhibition of genitalia.” These nebulous 
criteria have led to a multitude of conflict- 
ing verdicts and blatant inconsistencies. 
There’s an old saying among lawyers that 
“obscenity” is whatever gives your judge 
an erection. 

In the 1973 Miller vy. California Su- 
preme Court ruling the justices also de- 
cided that “community standards” rather 
than “national standards” would be the 
yardstick measuring all future obscenity 
controversies. This law, still in effect to- 
day, means that what might be sexually 
permissible in one place may be highly il- 
legal elsewhere in the country. It could be 
all right for live sex shows to take place in 
Times Square, for example, but photo- 
graphs of those acts might be illegal in a 
nearby town where local vigilantes apply 
pressure on police and politicians to en- 
force moral “community standards.” 

The courts may argue otherwise, but 
pornography-like beauty—is in the eye of 
the beholder, and what might be obscene 
to one person may be highly attractive to 
another. Among its many merits, porn 
can arouse lost passions, teach new love- 
making methods, promote better com- 
munication between partners, increase 
erotic awareness and “neutralize” poten- 
tial sex offenders. In a perfect society 
porn might be freely displayed and avail- 
able to anybody who wanted it. But un- 
fortunately, in the words of scholar 
Gershon Legman: “Murder is a crime. 
Describing murder is not. Sex is not a 
crime. Describing it is.” 
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Julie Buns 


Date of Birth: 4/16/63 
Height: 5’6” 
Weight: 110 Ibs. 
Measurements: 34-22-33 
Occupation: Aerobics 
Instructor 
Favorite turn on: Having my 
best friend watch while 
her husband fucks me 
with his 10" cock. 
And then make 
her eat me 
out. 
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MARILYN MONROE (continued from page 108) 


I would meet her by the artifical lake on the studio lot, 
and we'd make love behind the South Seas island palms. 


would let nothing stand in our way when 
‘career’ was involved. You told me once 
that if it ever came to something like this, 
you would understand.” 

I said I'd try. But one day not long after- 
ward I saw them both sitting at the bar out 
at Ocean House and felt as if someone had 
pushed a stiletto through my heart. I had 
to quit my job there; I couldn't take it 
anymore. 

No matter where she was, though, even 
while she lived with Johnny, Norma Jean 
always managed to call me. There were 
times when she spent over an hour on the 
phone, reading or reciting from memory 
the love poems we'd written to each oth- 
er, And there were times when she mas- 
turbated while listening to me recite them 
to her, fulfilling a need that only | could 
trigger when Johnny wasn't there. 

She still found time to see me on the 
side. But now it was on her terms, which 
meant about once a week. On the week- 
ends she managed to get away by giving 
Johnny some phony excuse, and we'd go 
down to State Beach, where many actors 
hung out, basking in the sun and playing 
volleyball. The captain of one team was 
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actor Peter Lawford. It was there that 
Norma Jean met him, and to my eternal 
regret I was the one who introduced 
them. 

‘Though I couldn't understand why, she 
seemed to like the guy even though he 
had a well-deserved reputation as a 
stuffed shirt and considered himself and 
his mother, Lady Lawford—as he called 
her—blue bloods. If you didn’t have a 
name, or a Rolls-Royce, it was tough to 
get picked for his team. But he asked me 
to play for him. Somebody must have told 
him I knew a few people in Hollywood. 

Soon afterward I was hired asa contract 
player by Twentieth Century-Fox. I was 
on the lot one day when Leon Shamroy, 
one of the finest cameramen in the busi- 
ness and also a close friend of mine at the 
time, asked what | thought of a new ac- 
tress on whom he had shot some raw film. 
Lo and behold, it was Norma Jean- 
standing there smiling, turning from left 
to right, walking away from and then to- 
ward the camera. I thought she looked ab- 
solutely beautiful. So, apparently, did the 
head of the studio, because a few weeks 
later she was signed to a standard seven- 
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year contract with six-month options. 

They changed her name to Marilyn 
Monroe, and before long we were going 
to class together, memorizing scripts and 
acting them out and taking singing les- 
sons. One afternoon Marilyn took me 
aside and said that she and Johnny 
thought it best for both of us if we didn’t 
let people know about our long-time rela- 
tionship. I agreed with her. 

There were times, though, when I 
would meet her by the artificial lake on 
the Twentieth Century-Fox lot-where 
Century City stands today—and we'd 
make love behind the South Seas island 
palm trees they used in the old Tyrone 
Power movies. Our love was lasting; even 
with conflicting careers, we never let it 
die, no matter whom she had to go out 
with or whose roof she was living under. 

One day when we were rehearsing our 
lines on the lawn in front of the studio 
school, we started kidding each other 
about who was going to make it to the top 
first. Then we decided that the one who 
did would help the other. So we made a 
pact by cutting our wrists and putting our 
blood together. | still carry the scar. 

Being young and under contract to a 
studio for the first time can be frightening 
to a newcomer-especially the first few 
months, We went from one film to anoth- 
er so fast, it made our heads spin. We 
worked together in Mother Wore Tights, 
Two Blondes and a Redhead and My Gal Sal. 
Sometimes they used us as extras in more 
than one production in a single day. But 
we never knew whether we'd sul) be 
working the day after. 

Marilyn finally got introduced to Jo- 
seph Schenck, the top honcho at our stu- 
dio, in the summer of 1947. If anybody 
could help someone take that giant step 
toward the top of the marquee, Schenck 
was the man-if he liked you well enough. 
And in Marilyn’s case he did. With John- 
ny Hyde's coaching she followed her in- 
structions almost to perfection. 

The wheels really started to turn for 
her after that, but a week later they 
ground to a halt for me: My option was 
dropped by the studio. When I told 
Marilyn, she couldn’t believe it-but she 
said her friend Joe Schenck wasn’t too 
happy with me. He thought I was a wise 
guy, and because of her I had the reputa- 
tion of being a girl-chaser! 

I started freelancing, doing anything, 
even stunt work, to pick up a job. One 
evening a few weeks later I received a call 
from Marilyn. They'd given her the ax at 
the studio, dropping her just as they had 
me. She sounded terrible. After every- 
thing she'd been through with “that dirty 
old man”~as she called Schenck—what was 
to become of her now? . 

Johnny Hyde played on Schenck’s guilt 
to persuade him to call his old friend Har- 
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ry Cohn-the head of Columbia Pictures— 
on Marilyn’s behalf. Cohn put her ina pic- 
ture called Ladies of the Chorus. Marilyn 
did just about everything in it-she sang, 
danced and wound up as the star of the 
movie. She thought she did a good job- 
and so did I. But the moment it was over, 
Cohn dropped her contract. Obviously he 
remembered what had happened when 
he'd tried to fuck her in the ass one day in 
his office; Marilyn’s fingernails had left 
deep marks on his fat face. 

We both kept bouncing back and forth 
from one studio to the other, and we peri- 
odically worked together—in Right Cross 
and then in We're Not Married. | did a bit 
part in the latter, and she starred as sec- 
ond lead—passing me by like a Ferrari 
overtaking a Model-A Ford. 

I was driving a cab to make ends meet 
when I got a job as understudy to John 
Hodiak in the stage production of The 
Caine Mutiny Court Martial. At the end of 
our cross-country tour we went to Broad- 
way, and Marilyn sent me two dozen 
roses. I still have the note that was at- 
tached to those flowers: 

“To the only guy I met when I was buta 
mere seed; the only guy with patience and 
love who never left or abandoned me 
while that seed took root and grew. To 
the only guy whose blood flows within my 
veins. My love forever.” She signed it, 
“Norma Jean.” 


Soon Marilyn began seeing a lot of for- 
mer baseball great Joe DiMaggio. I never 
thought they would get married, because 
she was out of his league. Marilyn was get- 
ting to be a big star by now, of course, and 
DiMaggio was already a star, still signing 
autographs wherever he went, with or 
without Marilyn. 

He came from a good Italian family and 
lived by the book. He was much too nice 
and much too straight for Marilyn’s 
world. I knew he'd wind up getting hurt. 

Marilyn fell out of touch with me until 


January 1955, when I returned to my 


room at New York's Belevedere Hotel af- 
ter a performance and found at least ten 
urgent messages from her, begging me to 
get in contact with her. By this time I had 
heard she was having trouble with her 
marriage to DiMaggio. But I didn’t feel 
like getting involved, since I was seeing a 
lot of Lili St. Cyr, the exotic dancer, and I 
didn’t want to rock the boat. 

As I reached my room, the phone was 
ringing. It was Marilyn—sobbing incoher- 
ently. She pleaded with me to meet her, 
saying she had something on her mind 
that couldn't wait. 

I didn’t want to lock horns with DiMag- 
gio; besides, I had loved the guy ever since 
I had held my first baseball bat. But I 
grabbed a cab and headed for the Seren- 
dipity, an East Side restaurant. Marilyn, 
wearing dark glasses, was sitting back in 
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the corner with a scarf over her head. Her 
hands were ice cold, and beads of sweat 
were visible on her mouth and chin. The 
first thing she did was reach into her 
purse, pull out a pillbox and down two 
Seconals with her champagne. 

“What the fuck are you doing, taking 
downers with alcohol?!” I exclaimed. 
“You keep that up, and you'll wind up in 
the morgue.” 

She told me not to worry about her. 
Then she said, “I’ve read a lot about you 
and Lili in the papers, and I’m more than 
happy for you. I only hope and pray you 
don’t ever have to go through what I’m 
going through with Joe. He likes to stay 
home and watch television, and he still 
loves his baseball. But my God, how much 
of that can a person take? He’s as sweet as 
sugar, and I know I've hurt him very bad- 
ly, but I just can’t go on living like this. 
Joe's love for me is much stronger than 
my love for him. I do love him, but I’m re- 
ally not in love with him. I’m not cheating 
on him; I don’t have anybody else. But liv- 
ing with Joe is like living ina vacuum.” 

Jerry Geisler, the attorney, did a good 
job for Marilyn, making it as easy as possi- 
ble on Joe. The tears Marilyn shed at the 
divorce proceedings were real. 

In October 1955, when Lili and I were 
married at the El Rancho Vegas Hotel in 
Las Vegas, Nevada, we received a bou- 
quet from Marilyn offering congratula- 
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MARILYN MONROE (continued from page 113) 


Her Italian maid had to force her to get up so she could 
change the sheets after Marilyn had had her period. 


tions and good wishes for a happy life. 
Marilyn and I had drifted out of touch 
again. When I read that she was going to 
the Actors Studio and getting married to 
Arthur Miller, I knew she was out of her 
league this time; there was trouble ahead. 

I didn’t know how much trouble until 
the phone rang one day at the Astor Ho- 
tel in New York, and I recognized her 
voice immediately. But I wasn’t expecting 
the type of vocabulary she had acquired 
since I'd last seen her. Every other word 
was “shit, shit, shit, shit.” 

Immediately I knew she was on some- 
thing. She told me she had been drinking 
champagne in bed and had to see me be- 
cause she was upset. She needed my ad- 
vice about a few personal matters. So we 
met at Columbus Circle, walked into Cen- 
tral Park and sat down on one of the 
benches. As usual, she wore a scarf and 
heavy dark glasses; she looked drawn and 
pasty. Even under the circumstances it 
was really good to see her. For some crazy 
reason we just sat there and looked at one 
another, each of us seemingly afraid to 
start the conversation. 

“Guess what I’ve got in my purse,” she 


finally said. “Close your eyes.” Then she 
pulled outa large envelope, opened it and 
took out some papers that were quite old, 
wrinkled and faded. Opening my eyes, I 
immediately recognized what they were. 

“You see?” she said. “I kept our poems 
all these years, along with the locket, the 
arrowheads, the bracelet and all the other 
gifts you gave me. I tried to show our po- 
ems to Arthur last week, but he said he 
didn’t have time for my silly poetry, Then 
he went into his room and locked the 
door, the same as he always does. I hap- 
pen to think our poems are more beauti- 
ful and have more meaning and feeling 
than anything Arthur's ever written, even 
though he’s a genius.” 

Marilyn told me she had been happier 
back in the lean days when we wrote the 
poems together than she was now with all 
the money in the world, living on Sutton 
Place with her maid and her dog, married 
to America’s greatest playwright, friendly 
with Sinatra and his clan and countless 
other people with big names. 

At first she needed the mental stimula- 
tion that Miller could give her, plus the fa- 
ther image he provided. But as soon as 
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they got married, all of that began to 
change. In order to please his parents, she 
had converted to Judaism—but they still re- 
fused to accept her as one of the family. 

Being married to Miller was much 
worse than her marriage to DiMaggio. 
She still thought about Joe and said she 
still loved him, adding that he was sexy— 
like most Italians. But Miller was a cold 
fish when it came to lovemaking. “His or- 
gasm,” she explained, “usually comes out 
of his pen.” 

Marilyn seemed to be shattering under 
the stress she was going through. The 
sleeping pills and champagne were tak- 
ing their toll. Crow’s-feet were forming 
around her eyes, something I had never 
seen on her before. I told her about my 
life with Lili, how in some ways it com- 
pared to her own life with Miller, especial- 
ly at that particular time. I had left my hit 
show in New York to be with Lili at night- 
club engagements across the country. But 
after a few months of traveling as Mr. Lili 
St. Cyr, I had begun to grow uneasy. 

Six weeks later my marriage had bro- 
ken up. Marilyn called me the following 
day, and we decided to meet at our old 
rendezvous, the Serendipity. 

I arrived at exactly the same time as she 
did; so we both walked in together. The 
way she looked, it was hard for me to rec- 
ognize her. There were dark shadows be- 
neath her eyes, and the crow’s-feet were 
deepening in the corners of her eyes. But 
I'd have known that ass anywhere; that’s 
one thing she couldn’t hide from me, She 
looked completely exhausted. 

I stayed on in New York for four more 
days and saw her twice. Each time she 
came to my hotel, she brought our poems 
with her, plus her Nembutals. And now 
she was using poppers. I reminded her 
that I didn’t need any help when it came 
to sex, but when she popped one of those 
things under my nose, I felt as if 1 had just 
left the launching pad at Cape Canaveral. 
We both got off, then lay spent in each 
other’s arms. But the feeling was different 
now. We had been away from each other 
too long and had experienced too much. 

I saw the gold locket I'd given her 16 
years before—the one she said she'd treas- 
ure forever. I don’t know whether she for- 
got it or left it there on purpose. It didn’t 
matter. I knew that our relationship 
would be platonic from then on. 

While she was living with Miller, I 
found out later, she would stay in bed for 
weeks at a time, drinking champagne and 
popping her pills, trying to escape the un- 
happiness around her. There were times 
when her Italian maid had to force her to 
get up so she could change the sheets after 
Marilyn had had her period, and left 
stains all over the bed, She had OD'd sev- 
eral times while she was living with Miller 
and had to be resuscitated after forget- 


MAY HUSTLER 


SEX- 
SOAKED 
FILMS & 
VIDEOCASSETTES! 


_ALLFOR SEXUAL PLEASURE! 
B Personal & Confidential Service! 


a 
= © 
aa See 1844" of cock and how , 
may it ames the sexy, big Here’s an invitation to enjoy the sexual experiences and erotic adventures you’ve 
8 MM Cade 13004 $2835 Soper | 2lWays dreamed of...through this exclusive “plain brown package” service that 
® a fom Code eid $2858 guarantees your privacy and your total personal satisfaction! 
= im Sour e 
° a eee $39.95. It's 8° long, 2° - >~Our great ~ 
. oe . thickand # vibratessofiorhard! Itpressesagainstclitand pussy est lady killer ever! A huge 3” Nymphomaniac & Hard- 
1 2 ~See Texas's Code 05199 $14.95 and it vibrates her to orgasms! = thick and 14" long! Code 01/80 On Drops make it all happen! 
pas = panied to rey ster co) +8 Code 04083 $14.95 $16.95 All 3 Code 09637 $12.98 
scares t I's gigan 
a co death adhe Code 12201 tie (9), ebony black and feels —10" of vi- > The - 
eo PE $2995, Super fmm Code | idlockslikearmalone!Code — brating pleasure that is sure to The head vibrates andtheegg  — ape plar gig daly 
96, per 8mm le 01644 $10.95 please the hungriest of them! the base does too! You're in- wer} lee! _ as you cum’ 
on” Ce 613219 $29.95. Super 8mm ; Code 03707 $9.96 side! Code 01669 $19.95 fe 07120 $49.95 
ee BME Sound Code 13227 $39.95 STUD-It wiggles, cocuce ~Vibrates rageous! Code 03772 $8.95 
thrusts in and out, rates an we sal. ow! 
- . plain probosherhot. wet pussy! Code and actually gets hot soit feels jeelsandlooksalweandacrual Il you want your wey! Code 
LONG DONG” like a real cock inside! Code round inside! Code 
s a & “MOBY DICE 04572 $24.95 DOSES 98” OM 02972 $17.95 (Not Shown) 
= rz ON ONE Soh, covered with Yesit has Code 05207 $5.95 IPS 
ad a VIDEOCASSETTE gentle bumps and actually ariteepimen ibebovs re for ray rag that _ toes! Code 05579 $7.50 
bends to St eve: yussy too! two rita) rs inside my ways for pleasure! 
” Ss VHS CODE 1346 OR Code 04879 $995" me pussy and shell come forever! Code 06536 $9.95 (Not Shown) A ene acme tae Cn 
oe cy BETA II CODE 13938 Code 05876 $4.95 
- a $49.95 This 8" Code 04036 $8.95 
Three devices for —Keep it up Deautyswingsround and round pecs 
© a ‘The | her clit, your cock and any ass! longer than ever! 4s Oz. Code or ay i aanaa age pleaser that goes in small 
” Py all-time favorite aboutthe | Code 07823 $19.95 (08003 $5.95 or Ik Oz. Code 300s} Code and ger and kinkier! 
s os gewpansy| seegrne | for $7.95. -Sliponthisvi- Code 04945 $19.95 
it all! 8mm le rep brating dildoprick and show —Strap this 
e bell $29.95. Super 8mm Code pestepen bers eprom - ang {eM all endless love! Code on the base of your cock and A 
oy bell © 15016 $29.95, Super 8mm | Lee Sieio g9 bs , chal aoe She nome digi 01263 $19.95 watchitbangherhotcit! Code MILE rani patina 
" ~ 1 
= = Sound Code reac iis Code 08243 $4.95 ber t COL 03871 $6.95 
T : lon The special : 
= Cy livery man really ‘one and it vibes on its suction-cup ~Ifyouwantto plus Sgreatattachments let you Oriental pleasure egg Pussies! Code 03004 $9.95 
= them all—sucking and basetoreallyprobehersnatch! getyourrocksoffitslikethebes give every assthe pleasure or = throbs and gets hot inside her! ‘The biggest and bold: 
s delights! m Code Code OQI41 $16.95 blow jobewer! Code 0260082895  painitneeds!Code Q0S05$19.95 Code 03202 $19.95 est! Code 02786 $8.95 
— am 
14902 $29.95. Super 8mm 
7 bell Code 14910 $29.95. Super 9 . ra 
be bal 8mm Sound Code 14928 - to 16 20 
a Ce $39.95, ' 
s 5 GET BOTH { } 
eo we “CHEERLEADERS’ ’ 
Py MS 86 & “DELIVERY MAN’ | 4 
s so ON ONE 7 c 
o e VIDEOCASSETTE! 7 | 
VHS CODE 4944 OR - 
ed ba BETA If ’ 
o Cy CODE a> a 
o se : 
pes ms : ‘ 
5 ARE “ae \\ 
‘a Pa + 
o oD 
oy a ’ 
o > 7 ‘ 
. \ Sg ’ 
y ry 
21 ; x 
» . 
cod | 22 
—s ~~ 
eC 
, 28 


I Valentine Products, Inc., P.O. Box 6400, Newtown, CT 06470 Dept. MP884 
Please rust me the items listed below. | have enclosed my check, money order 
or charge into plus $1.95 per item to cover postage and handling. (Connecticut 
residents add sales tax). My order will arrive discreetly packaged and | may return 
it within 7 days for a refund if not totally satisfied 
CANADIANS! Products (except 03368 and 03772) avaliable to you from TLC 
Marketing. inc PO. Box 722. Niagara Falts, Ont. \2E6V5 Please add 25% to 
prices shown (ail film $49.96, all video $59.95) plus $2 50 P&H per tem. (Ontano 
residents add sales tax ) Af orders are shipped trom within Canada | understand 
| may return my order within 7 days if not completely satisfied 


“CODE PRICE P&H | TOTAL 
| | +$1.95 |=8 
| | +$1.95 |=$ 
| +$1.95 |=$ 
| |_+$1.95 |=$ 
+$1.95 =$ 


TOTAL ENCLOSED: |=$ 


PLEASE TYPE OR PRINT CLEAALY!! 


| | | 


NAME 
a pee Com SIGNATURE (/ am over 18 ywars of age) 

s pact, portable 

projector * 420REss 

perfect § city STATE zip 

for bed VISA MasterCard INTERBANKNO EXP DATE 
=) and motels! 
J CODE 00216 L— SI a gg LE SE LO | 


MARILYN MONROE (continued from page 113) 
“Why don’t we just walk over to the edge and jump off 2” 
she said. “That'll ge them something to talk about.” 


ting how many pills she had taken. 

When Lili arrived in Los Angeles on 
tour the following month, I took her out 
to dinner, since we had vowed to remain 
good friends with no hard feelings. She 
then told me something that amazed me— 
and pissed me off. While she was in New 
York-soon after I had left—Marilyn had a 
long talk with her at the Astor. She want- 
ed Lili to know that she and I had been 
friends since 1943, and she didn’t want 
Lili to think she was responsible for our 
breaking up. Lili said not to worry. 

Then, after a few drinks, Marilyn came 
on very heavy with her. She said that all 
her life she had idolized Lili and consid- 
ered her much more than a sex goddess. 
She said there were times in her life when 
she had masturbated with the vision of 
having an affair with her. She made fur- 
ther advances until Lili finally had to tell 
her to back off, leaving Marilyn terribly 
embarrassed and asking Lili not to say 
anything to me. 

When Marilyn came to L.A. a few 
weeks later, | avoided seeing her. But she 
was obviously too busy for me also, since 
she was starring in Let's Make Love and 
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working overtime with her co-star, Yves 
Montand, the French actor. This time she 
really fell hard. 

Marilyn was so screwed up by all of her 
personal problems with Arthur, Montand 
and her everloving pills, that it’s a wonder 
she ever finished the picture. Even more 
surprising, it turned out well at the box 
office, and the critics applauded her com- 
ic ability—if not her acting. 

I saw her twice in the next five weeks—at 
my apartment in L.A., just down the 
block from hers. She looked pathetic. 
The Frenchman had really shaken her 
up; she was in love with him, Arthur was 
throwing temper tantrums about it—and 
trying to finish his script for her next pic- 
ture, The Misfits, a perfect title for the 
drama that was going on offscreen. 

Some weeks later Marilyn called me 
from the Misfits shooting location in Reno 
and told me she and Arthur had hada ter- 
rific fight. If it hadn’t been for the pic- 
ture, she said, she would have walked out 
on him then and there. At times, Marilyn 
admitted, she actually wanted to kill him. 

A few days afterward I went to Reno to 
help Lili open an engagement. And as 


fate would have it, she was staying at the 
Mapes Hotel in a suite directly below the 
one occupied by Marilyn and Arthur. 

At about 2:30 in the morning, after Lili 
and I had both gone to bed, we heard yell- 
ing blasting through an air-conditioning 
duct. It was Marilyn's voice, and she was 
screaming at Arthur. Then came a loud 
thud, as if someone had been thrown 
against the wall, and a crashing of glass. 
“We'd better call the police,” I said to Lili. 
“Somebody's getting killed up there!” Fi- 
nally, | reached the hotel manager and 
told him to get his ass upstairs. 

The next day | called Marilyn, telling 
her what I had overheard, and | asked her 
to meet me alone at ten o'clock that night 
on the roof of the hotel. Exactly on time 
the door to the roof opened, and Marilyn 
stood there looking at me. 

“Thank heaven you're here!” she 
sobbed, throwing herself into my arms. 

She couldn't stop crying, and it was 
hard to make out what she was saying. But 
eventually she explained that the whole 
argument in the suite above ours had 
started when Arthur accused Marilyn of 
being in love with the Frenchman, and 
she admitted it. She told Arthur he was 
old and ugly, and even if he was the 
world’s greatest playwright, he still 
couldn’t tell her who she could go to bed 
with—married or not. That's when Arthur 
shoved her over the bed, and she hit the 
floor. She screamed at him, and he retali- 
ated by saying, “You're not only a dumb 
blonde; you're a dumb schiksa!” (That's 
the Yiddish word for a female Gentile.) 

I told her the important thing now was 
for her to get hold of herself, forget about 
Montand, forget about Arthur and start 
thinking about Marilyn. I asked her to re- 
member something I'd told her years be- 
fore: “Nobody ever gets out of this thing 
alive; so you've got to make the most of it 
while you're here.” 

I explained to her that the pills she was 
taking and hooked on were downers. Evy- 
ery time I'd seen her in the past several 
years she'd been down-never up, like the 
girl I used to know. “You've got to stop 
before it’s too late,” | begged her. 

Somehow I didn’t think I was getting 
through. She looked strange and differ- 
ent, glazed and distant. “If only I could 


just sleep—end it all,” she said at last. 


“We're both unhappy; why don’t we make 
a pact together now, this very moment?” 
“What are you talking about?” I asked. 
“Why don’t we just walk over to the 
edge of the building and jump off ?” she 
said. “That'll really give them something 
to talk about.” 
She looked ready to make the leap. But 
I spoke with her for over an hour and fi- 
nally convinced her that somewhere in 
this lonely life there was someone waiting 
(continued on page 130) 
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This column’s purpose is to help you order by 
mail. We advise our readers on how to con- 
duct business with mail-order firms and alert 
them to frauds, shady practices and faulty 
products. We also review mail-order sex prod- 
ucts, including those advertised in the pages of 
HUSTLER, not to endorse them but to let you 
know what you'll be getting for your money. 
Since we depend on you to help us keep the 
marketplace clean, write Mail-Order Feed- 
back, 2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, 
Los Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054, and alert us to 
any problems you're having. 

Besides to us, we suggest you complain 
about your mail-order problems to your local 
Better Business Bureau, state Attorney Gener- 
al’s office or the chief federal authority-the 

“onsumer Advocate Office, U.S. Postal Ser- 
vice, Washington, D.C. 20024. 


Edited by Doug Oliver 
KEEPING OUR WORD: 


We promised to keep you informed of ev- 
ery scam that’s launched by the lowlife 
bloodsuckers at PC Video (also known as 
Videoplex, Videomax, White Horse Video, 
UFA/Fulfillment, Sanstape). Well, here's 
the latest: a video club called Blue X. The 
offer is the standard (for these rats) ten 
full-color features for $99, and another 
ten for another $99 every two months. As 
we've said over and over again, any deal 
that sounds too good to be true probably 
is. That goes double when you're dealing 
with these scumbags. Careful readers of 
the Blue X flier will note that nowhere does 
PC Video say members are going to re- 
ceive ten full-/ength features. What the 
unwary will get will be one tape of pre- 
views of ten full-color features. 

In the event you're unwilling to part 
with $99, PC Video will be glad to do you 
out of $25 for a membership in Blue X-no 
tapes, of course, but you'll get a “fascinat- 
ing monthly newsletter” that you can just 
bet is chock full of slimy schemes to take 
still more of your cash. PC boasts that 
members will receive “invitations to actu- 
al video workshops where the features are 
being shot. You can see the stars perform 
close up, in the flesh.” 
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All you'll see—and you'll have to look 
close-is your money going down the 
drain if you send these pig-fuckers even a 
penny. “Dear Friend,” their flier asks, “do 
you want to own the best? Do you want 
the right stuff?” Well, if you do, take a hot 
tip from HUSTLER: The only thing 
you're going to get from PC Video is 
screwed. 


OFF THE SHIT LIST: 
I sent $93 to Video Entertainment Interna- 
tional (P.O. Box M-827, Gary, IN 46401) for 


five movies at least six weeks ago and still 


haven't received a thing. Since the company 
advertises in HUSTLER, is there anything 
you can do to check on my order? 
-C. W. Badore Jr. 
Hernando, Florida 


When we contacted the customer-rela- 
tions department at VEI, we discovered 
that C. W.’s order had been shipped to 
the wrong address. VEI quickly straight- 
ened everything out, and C. W. should 
have his order by now. Regular readers of 
this column will remember that Video En- 
tertainment International was on our Shit 
List last month because we’d received so 
many complaints about undelivered mer- 
chandise. Because the firm cleared up ev- 
ery one of the complaints we alerted it to, 
we're able to take VE/ off our Shit List. 

Another company that we’re able to re- 
move from the list is Color Litho Corpora- 
tion. As with VEI, the avalanche of com- 
plaints against this company was chiefly 
about merchandise that hadn't yet been 
delivered. HUSTLER was assured that 
the delay was caused by a warehouse move 
and depleted stock. All orders in question 
have been filled and shipped. 


X-RATED DISCS: 
I just purchased a videodisc player, and I'm 
now in the market for hard-core videodiscs. 
Can you tell me where to get them? 
—Jerry Weaver 
Reynoldsville, Pennsylvania 


If you bought a CED, you struck out— 
don’t expect hard-core on CED discs until 


those prudes at RCA loosen up. But if you 
bought a laser-type device, you've struck 
gold. Excalibur Films (424 W. Common- 
wealth Ave., Fullerton, CA 92632) has 14 
hard-core titles available on laser disc— 
including Misty Beethoven, Blonde Goddess, 
Fascination and Take-Off. The discs are 
$59 each (plus $2.50 shipping per order), 
and they're exchangeable! That means 
you can view the movie as often as you 
wish, then turn it in for another title for 
only $9.50 (plus the $2.50 shipping 
charge, of course). And the price goes 
down for each additional disc you ex- 
change. To order, or for further informa- 
tion, call 800-BETA-VHS. 

Laser discs are also available from Jm- 
age Entertainment Inc. (800-421-4585). 
This company currently stocks 16 titles 
and intends to add four new ones each 
month. The charge per disc is $54.95 
(plus $3 shipping on each order), but 
there is no exchange plan. The films you 
can get from Image Entertainment include 
Urban Cowgirls, Insatiable (uncut) and Ec- 
stasy Girls. Among the titles to come are 
Insatiable II, Deep Throat and The Devil in 
Miss Jones I. Check ‘em out! 


ATTENTION SEX MANIACS! 

The 1984 edition of The Sex Maniac’s Dia- 
ryis out. This handy little hardcover book 
may be geared more toward the traveler 
than the stay-at-home, but the informa- 
tion it supplies is always welcome, some- 
times startling and often good for a rise in 
the old Levi's. The price is a rather hefty 
$19.95, but if the sample listings prick 
your interest, the Diary will probably be 
something you'll want to own-especially 
if you’re planning a trip. 

Here are some of the listings: 35 top 
orgy clubs in ten countries; 171 cities with 
sex shows and clubs; 40 bondage clubs, 
worldwide; 35 sex games for sex parties; 
the 168 most erotic hotels in the world. 
The book also includes interesting info: 
the location of the only enema nightclub 
in the world and the date of the Penis Fes- 
tival in Japan. Order The Sex Maniac’s 
Diary from the Fun Club (P. G. Box 
428-HU, Bellflower, CA 90706). < 
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DIRECT FROM U.S.OPTICS 


QUALITY SUNGLASSES AT FACTORY PRICES 


Metal Frame Sunglasses Feature + impact resistant lenses - Handcrafted - Polished glass lenses - Hardened metal frames « 


World Fomous: Por $s Glosses 


Block Metal Frames 
Thin and durable block metal frames. Aviotor teardrop style lenses 


clue only $14.95. 2 pairs tor $28.00. 


Aviator Teardrop Flight Glasses 
Girl Watcher ° r 
Groy mirrored lenses, black frames. A $20 00 value only $9.95 \ 2 ca gold frames 
2 pairs for $18.00 2 pairs for $18.00. 


Pg 9 


Glore-Free Polarized Lei pence etatos Glasses 
Dul-block metal frame, classic shape. A $30.00 value only $14 95 Tre y ster old fromes 
2 poirs for $28.00. 6 “2 poirs for $18.00. 


Gray Mirror Lens Glasses 
Gold metal rims, flexible cable temples. A $30 00 vol 


2 pairs for $28.00 


Professional Driving & Shooting Glasses 
495 


e only $146 4e n visibility Gold frames 


2 pairs for $28 00 


Pe 


The Classic 


Black metal frames, gray lenses. A $30.00 volue only $1495 Lenses darker tdoors ack fo lighter tints indoors. 


2 pairs for $28.00 Yolue Only $14.95 2 pairs for $28.00. 


Only 
$14. 95 


Change-A-Matic Flight Glasses 
Features lanses che darken outdoors ond change bock tc The cag nia 
4s Specity gold or silver frames Sports-graphic « ack metal frame 
A $30 30 vot ue Only $14.95 2 pairs for $28.00. 5.00 value only sa 95 2 pairs for $28.00. 
Fi To order your U.S. Optics* sunglasses, send check or money order to U.S. Optics 
RAME coins Tack Dept. 416, P.O. Box 14206, Atlanta, Georgia 30324 
Black s + Credit card customers please fill in card # and Exp. dote 

Black FREE-—timited time only—deluxe velour-lined case with each pair of glasses ordered 
Black 

Gold 


| (0 $3.00 value). Dealer inquiries invited 
Credit card orders may call 1-404-252-0703 


‘Visa or Master Charge # Exp. Date 


N 


‘Address 


City 
SS en ree eat 6 NOTICE: Don't be fooled by cheap imitations. These glasses are made 


Total $ exclusively for U.S. Optics” To make sure you get the best, order now 
pe . and if not completely satisfied return for retund within 30 days. No 
FREE case with each Tlie Non-sense 30 day guarantee. Copyright 1983 US Optics 


AN EROTIC FEAST! 
DEEP THROAT 


If you like sensuous films, you'll love 
DEEP THROAT! The all-time #1 best 
selling X-rated video movie! 


This month’s TOP 40: 


DEVIL IN MISS JONES I! 
BLONDE GODDESS 

A TASTE OF MONEY 
ANYTIME ANYPLACE 
ROOMMATES 
INSATIABLE 


DIRTY WESTERN 
TITLLATION 
IRRESISTIBLE 
BEHIND THE GREEN DOOR 
NEON NIGHTS 
BAD GIALS 
TABOO o ALICE IN WONDERLAND 
DEBBIE DOES DALLAS FRITZ THE CAT 
DEEP THROAT MONDO TOPLESS 
SEX WORLO PAMELA MANN 
PLAYBOY VIDEO #1 CENTERFOLD FEVER 
INSIDE SEKA TALK DIRTY TO ME 
1001 EROTIC NIGHTS oO 8TO4 
BEST OF GAIL PALMER INSIDE JENNIFER WELLES 
AMERICAN PIE S FAREWELL, SCARLETT 
MISTY BEETHOVEN 4 DEVIL IN MISS JONES 
7 HIGH SCHOOL MEMORIES NIGHTDREAMS 
NOTHING TO HIDE 38 800 FANTASY LANE 
DANCERS 139 CHARLIE 
BARBARA BROADCAST } 40 EROTIC ADVNT. OF CANDY 


Seems ersan— 


a= 


PURCHASE ANY TITLE YOU WANT— 


$ 6 Q)00 (plus $2.50 shipping & handling) 


* The same titles selling elsewhere 
for $99.00 and up. 
EXCHANGE ANY TAPE PURCHASED— 


iow S 300 (plus $2.50 shipping & handling) 
* CALL 1-800-BETA-VHS 


* Exchange as often as you wish. 
* No monthly ‘Club’ fees. 

* All orders shipped promptly. 

* The largest selection of X-movies. 


|Please send the following movie(s) at $69.00, plus 
$2.50 shipping/handling (CA residents add 6% tax) 


(exchange forms will be sent with order) 

VHS format CIBETA format ()Please send color catalog 

Signature__ a 
| AM OF LEGAL AGE 

Name___ 
Address__ 
City 
State 

VISA (Master Charge 
Card #__ 
Interbank #__ Exp. Date 


E FRCALIBUR FILMS 


424 W. Commonwealth, Fullerton, CA 92632 
Or CAIl: (714) 773-5855 


JMoney Order (iCheck 


oe BLACK MOLE aiken PINK 2020 


LEGAL BODY STIMULANTS 
BUY NOW AND SAVE! 


oP OS 


REOCAP LARGE PINK HEART 20 


ma 


* ALL DISTRIBUTORS WELCOME! 

* QUANTITY DISCOUNTS 

* CALL OR WRITE FOR PRICES 

* SMALL & LARGE QTY. ORDERS 
AVAILABLE 


* ALL ORDERS SHIPPED WITHIN 
24 HOURS! 


_& SLEEP AIDS & MANY MORE 
AVAILABLE 


@VOMOTISA IMVEHSUHM =6vaID aNe 


*% 1,000 LOT BOTTLES AVAILABLE AT 
_ $35.00-$4.50 ON LARGE ORDERS 


100 LOTS AVAILABLE 


HOT PHONE SEX 


GET OFF OVER THE PHONE 
CALL OUR SEXY LADIES 


WASH., D.C. 
OR HAVE THEM CALL YOU (202) 484-4816 
EXCITING BOOK OF SEXY 
PHOTOS LOS ANGELES 
CALL NOW! ee 
S BOSTON 
1-618-875-6000 (617) 266-9302 
P.O. BOX 513A 
ST. LOUIS, MO 63166 ___ HOUSTON) 
Pea SO Gil RY) (713) 223-3171 
CLUB SWINGER SAN FRANCISCO) 
SWINGING GIRLS oad ected) r 
COUPLES, PHILADELPHIA 
GUYS & BI'S (215) 925-2168 
IN YOUR AREA } 
WHO WANT TO MEET YOU | re 
NOW » 
PLUS PHONE NUMBERS 
AND ADDRESSES ; 
CALL NOW ‘ 
1-618-874-1000 
P.O. BOX 525A 


ST. LOUIS, MO 63166 


MC/VISA 


HUSTLER MAY 


YOUNG ORIENTAL GIRL to introduce you to the Secrets of 
the Orient. Contact Oriental women, learn sex secrets and 
more. Send $35 to Mai Sin, Box 345-0M, Kenilworth, IL 
60043 U.S.A. Explore the Orient 


RICK’S GAY GUIDE can bring you immediate action . . . 
all over the United States. Send $10 and you can get in on the 
action. Rick's Guide, 1108 North Davis, Suite 106, Evanston, 
IL 60201 


SEXY GIRLS WILL CALL YOU! No credit cards, no outra- 
geous fees. Just send your name, phone number and best 
time to call to Lynne, Post Office Box 300-FC, Kenilworth, 
IL 60043. 


S&M DEVOTEES _ . . Mistress Elsa has an incredible collec- 
tion of information for you. Contacts, clubs, paraphernalia 
and more. $15 to Elsa, P.O. Box 405-II, Wilmette, IL 60091. 


TWO WORLDS. Contact information . . . Special list 
of Transsexuals, guys/gals with big breasts and big cocks. A 
new sexual creation-these contacts will help you experience 
both worlds. Send $5 to Selena, 1108 Davis Street #106, 
Evanston, IL 60201 

SUPER LIST OF BLACK GIRLS. Deep, dark, sultry, full of 
wild ideas. Girls to satisfy the very ‘roots’ of your lust. $10 
BG, P.0. Box 59238, Chicago, IL 60659. 

KINKY? JUST FOR YOU. Women who love the unusual. 
They've seen and done it all. $5 will bring you the names and 
addresses of women who will bring you the unexpected. P.O. 
Box 405-KK, Wilmett, IL 60091. 


SWING AS A SINGLE!!! Not easy, but possible. Concise 
information . . . swing clubs, couples and singles who swing 


with singles. Send $10 for direct contacts. Single, P.O. Box 
7425, Chicago, IL 60680. 


515 for list of Real Women! Direct 
Contacts! Names and Addresses! 
0. PO Box 300, Kenilworth, It 60043 


The EROTIC 
TELEPHONE NETWORK 


NEW YORK 
(212) 929-6227 


CHICAGO 
(312) 454-9267 


ATLANTA 
(404) 432-4160 


CLEVELAND 
(216) 781-1696 


DENVER 
(303) 623-4214 


DETROIT 
\ (313) 445-2612 


ONTARIO, CAN. 
(519) 252-6356 


24 HOURS 
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MISTRESS ROXANNA’S 
PHONE FETISHES 


~ 
be 
E 
1] 


Send name, phone number and 
best time to call TODAY to LYNNE, 
PO Box 7425, Chicago, IL 60680. 


SANDI’S PHONE SEX 


“I'm lying back in the sun 
. .. getting hot and juicy 
just thinking about 
your call. 
Talk dirty to 

e...Tilrub 


my 

harder ; 

want to } 
cumwith = | } 


your 
phone 
fantasies, A 


~ 


_ 


ww (213) 450-5346 


ALL MAJOR CREDIT CARDS 


phone 
fantasies 


lets get off 


912/517-3958 


SWINGERS HOT LINE 


r NAMES & PHONE NUMBERS OF SWINGING GIRLS, GUYS e 
COUPLES 4 BIS IN YOUR AREA ANXIOUS TO MEET YOU 


¢ FREE SERVICE Since 1966 ° . 
CALL NOW 1-901-458-6593 e 


@ p.0.80X 22705 Memphis,Tn. 38122 @ 
@eeseeeeen0e02e2e @8eeed0e0 


Free Phone Sex 
GET OFF OVER THE PHONE « 
Call Our Sexy Ladies or 
Have Them Call You! 


® 
8 
® 
® Call Now 1-901-452-5786 
® 
@ 


P.O.BOX 22705 Memphis,Tn. 28122 @ 
@eeaeeaeee0 oe e20e208086 


fe SVAIEVAIS ARV AIAG, | 
Is NEW YORK’S y 
+ SEXY PHONE AFFAIRS : 


My sexy friends and | want to make love to you 
over the phone and share your wildest fantasies 


3 
F f I 4 
or an unforgettable experience N 
Y 

N 


call now and let's turn each other on! 


CALL LAURA 


(212) 741-0216 


e MC/VISA only/24 hours | 
(7 SS” SSIQNIE SSIZ7 BS} 


[I SASWASASVWAISVA) 


FREE! 


SEX CATALOG!...56 CUM- 
DRIPPING COLOR PAGES TO 
MAKE YOUR COCK ROCK- 
HARD & READY! 


* Andros!.. The cologne that puts 
women in heat and makes them want to 
suck and fuck you! 
* 1984 Corvette!...A free chance to 
win America’s ultimate sports car. The 
hottest deal on wheels! 
* $20.00 Worth of Sex Aids! 
For only a postage and handling 
fee. A special assortment of pussy 
pleasing surprises! 
That's right! Just fill in the cou- 
pon below and we'll rush you 
our newest catalog packed 
with hundreds of red-hot 
magazines, fuck films, 
body oils and cunt-filling 
vibes and dildoes. Plus o 
FREE sample of Andros 
Magic Sexspot Game 
1984 Corvette 
Contest Entry 
Send in your 
J} cou coupon TODAY! 


Dept. FC 188 | 


Valentine Products, In 
P.O. Box 128, Navteurn. CT 06470 
| Plecse send me my “Bedside Compani in an unmorked 
velope absolutely FREE! 
Canadians! Send coupon to: TLC Marketing, Inc., PO. Box 722, 
| Niogor ra Falls, Ont L2E6VS. Alll orders sheen fe tom within Canode. 
PLEASE TYPE OR PRINT CLEARLY 


SIGNATURE (/ om over 18 years of age) 


ADDRESS 


NAME | 


My name's Diane, I'm a hot and 
horny model. My pussy gets so Hot 
and juicy when I spread it open 


=o | 
4) a 
Ca 


and masturbate for the 
camera, I've taken Some 
time off to get in some 

hot loving over the phone! 


y Your call 
will reach me 
direct in my 
bedroom. 

I w6nt need 


to.call yotsback | 


America’s Sex WHY RENT WHEN YOU 
HOTTEST Mags 
& Video Tapes -Now at Discount Prices! Savy 


lt you've paid $99 each for Video 
GIRLS Who Crave BIG COCKS 


Tapes .. . you didn't buy from us! NOW 
at a Price that you can Afford, the Most 
Explicit Video Tapes ever produced 
Famous PORNO Lovelies & Gorgeous 
New Models Perform Every Act, Com- 
‘bination & Variation, Just For You! So 
why rent when you can buy at these 
Fantastic Prices! Note: All new cus- 
tomers automatically qualify for future 
offerings at Tremendous Savings! 


ORAL 


~ . EROTICISM AS YOU HAVE 
NEVER IMAGINED IT! 


Ns 5 vy 102 OW 105 


You'll see huge members oiled up for PI ADRASE 
\s 
Dv 106 


Rear-Entry with Explicit Anal Cum-Shots! 
A must for connoisseurs of this special treat, 

It you like HUGE TITS & 
CUM-SPURTING ERECTIONS, watch 


these Big, Bouncy Tits get cum all over them! 


Act Out Their 


Ever wonder what happens when Five 
Starlets demonstrate their Favorite Fan- 
tasies with cameras rolling. 
Veronica 

& Christian 
60 


Min, OY 


What starts out as a reguiar nights work 
turns into a Torrid Orgy of Explicit Sex! 
Donna, Wendy 
& Misty 
Ov 60 Min. 


They’re The 


Girls You've Been 
Waiting For! 

You'll see what happens when Three Gor- 
geous Blondes promote the Hedonistic 
Lifestyle in Exclusive Malibu 
Janey, Patty 
& Annie 


Cum-Dripping BLOWJOBS! 


A Bevy of (oe 
oS 22 Eeplore ALL 
Avenues of 


SEXUAL. PLEASURES 


— : 
Big, Black Studs balling Creamy-White, 


Blonde Girls! Salt & Pepper action at 
its best! Positively a Collector's Item! 


IF NOT DELIGHTED WITH ANY ITEM SIMPLY RETURN IT FOR FULLCASH 
YO U R SAT : S FACTI 0 N CREDIT AGAINST FUTURE PURCHASES. ALL ITEMS GUARANTEED FULL 


GUARANTEED:  cotor, warocore on YOUR MONEYBACK! 


TO ORDER, COMPLETE COUPON BELOW, CHECK SELECTIONS ABOVE 
_____& SEND ENTIRE PAGE WITH REMITTANCE TO: 


AS 
664 North Michigan Avenue, Suite 1010-2M40, Chicago, Iilinols 60611 


*« * 
We Guarantee These Video's To Be Full-Length (Approx. 60 
Mins. Ea.) In Full Color And Sync Sound With Uncensored 

Hardcore Action! 


USE ENTIRE AD TO ORDER-CHECK SELECTIONS ABOVE 


Each Vid Pus $9 entra or Post pe & Han iia ei wood encse $5 ira as deposit. 

‘ach Video is a extra for ing. ip C.0.0. lose $5 extra as . Send To: PREMIERE VIDEO PRODUCTIONS A-5 
Full 60 Minutes ‘a O Check o ore Hae: acta P.0. BOX 5460 %& CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60680-5460 
Each. Five Hours of ers s. No gn bad Items Indicated, | Enclose $ Plus $3 P&H, 


HARDCORE SEX! Note: We Specialize in Canadian Orders. Add 10% for 1st Class Postage. 
MAGAZINE PRICES: O W ANY ONE @ $8 & OW ANY SIX @ $15 
OW ANY TEN @ $20 & OW ALL FIFTEEN @ $27 (Only $1.80 Each!) 
VIDEO PRICES: O Y ONE @ $20 * Ow THREE @ $39 
OW ALL FIVE @ $50 (Just $10 Each!) 


O MONEY ORDER OCHECK ... as Payment in Full 
PRICES: OY 1@$30 OY 3@$50 OW 5@$65 
OSend C.0.D. | Enclose $5 Extra. Plus $3 Postage & Handling 
ov ov 


EACH 


Add NAME (Print) 
: ee ADDRESS/APT 
Cg F Cry city 
é State/Zip STATE/ZIP 
a ve 
vo ies 44 Ceintintel Ateifepe et 2 a ee SIGNATURE 
ae I certify | am over 19 years of age & wish to receive sexually orented material pipe 


| Am Over 19 Years of Age and Request This Material 
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Fantasy Phone... 


Swing Line 
GET OFF 
OVER THE PHONE 
You will get LIVE Sex talk with 
Candy and her sexy friends 
as often as you like. 
42-page book of revealing photos 
New and LIVE numbers monthly 


CALL NOW 
1-618-332-6400 


PO BOX 1660 CAHOKIA, IL 62206 


Swing Club 


NAMES, PHONE NUMBERS, 
PLUS ADDRESSES 
AND PERSONAL ADS 
OF SWINGING GIRLS’, GUYS, 
COUPLES & BI’S 
IN YOUR AREA 
ANXIOUS TO MEET YOU 


CALL NOW 
1-618-332-6060 


PO BOX 1770 CAHOKIA, IL 62206 


THE ORIGINAL 
AND STILL #1 


TOLL FREE # 
1-800-521-7008 


if busy or you live in 


Michigan or Canada Call 
(313) 543-8500 


Discreet & Sensual 
~ Hot Loving! 


Call with any phone request 
One of our sexy girls will 
immediately call you back. 


Free Long-Distance 
CALL BACKS 


(COME AND GET UO MISS | 
r| SPRING | 


Bi eL 
_@_) =) \ AK _ji_S_)_) Ke 
WITH OUR STIMULANTS & LOSE 
8-25 LBS FAST WITH OUR 


DIET AIDS 
& PLAN 


I 

! 

I 

I 

I 

| 

I 

! 

I ‘ e 

| y;DONNELA‘97.5 PPA 

I 2:VALENTINE 250mg.Caf. Benz. 

| 3.DEXLENE 250mg.Caf. Bune 

| 4:-FASTLENE 250mg.Caf, Bone 

| S:AMP 25 250mg.Caf. Bunz 
Double Strength 

| 6.SPO 37.5 275mg.Caf. Benz 

1 Triple Strength 

I 7.MAGNUM 350mg.Caf. Benz 

! 

| 

I 

I 

I 

I 

I 

I 

I 

I 

I 

I 

I 

I 

! 

I 


‘STIMULANTS 
lar Strength 
8.HR JS 175mg.Cal. 
Double Strength 
9.Blue or Green specks 275mg.Caf. 
Triple Strength 
10. EXCALIBUR 300mg.Caf. 
11. YELLOW BIRD 325mg. Caf. 
12,RED SUNRISE 325mg.Caf. 
13.WHITE BIRD 325mg. Caf. 
7.MAGNUM 350mg. Caf. 
14.44 MAGNUM 355mg. Caf. 
———— DECONGESTANTS: 
Double Strength 
15. Li'l DONNA 125mg.Caf. 
Regular Strength 
16. RED KROSS 25mg ES 


SPECIAL 
ANY 2000 


$7500 age 


10% OFF RE-ORDER DISCOUNT 


100 PILLS - $12.50 7 DAY 24 HOUR ORDER ONLY 
200 PILLS - $17.50 1-800-428-2352 


500 PILLS - $27.50 CODlM VISALIMCLD 


1000 PILLS - $45.00 Indiana & Information 317-631-8718 
Dealer inquiries invited. Will beat any 
reasonable competitive price or offer. 


3 w® 


500 - $1$2° 1000-325°9° 


taking other drugs, or those with high 
1] blood pressure or thyroid conditions. Ex- 


NOT SOLD TO MINORS 


IF YOU ARE HIGHLY SUSCEPTIBLE TO SEXUAL 
STIMULATION. CALL ME OR ONE OF MY FOXY 
GIRL FRIENDS. WE'LL SERVE YOU ANYWAY YOU 
LIKE IT, SO YOU'LL CUM AGAIN... AND AGAIN! 


MASTERCARD/VISA ACCEPTED 


CALL 213-651-0820 


ANNOUNCING 
THE ULTIMATE PHONE 
SERVICE IN HOLLYWOOD 


CHERRY 
GIRLSO@ 


Hi we're a group of 
college girls (18+) 
working our way thru 
school by talking with men 
on the telephone about our 
hot sexy experiences, and 


desires 
P.S. Wouldn't it be fun to 
talk with 2 of us girls at the 
same time? We love hot 
sexy, dirty talk! 
MASTERCARD/VISA ACCEPTED 


CALL 213-651-0825 


FREE Call-Backs e VISA MC AE 


FANTASY 
PHONE SEX 


“> 4 
PS 
Pussy Is es Call Joy 


Hot And Wet ... <a 
Let's Get ALL Major Credit Cards 
Off Together! FREE Long Distance Call-Backs 


(213) 859-2442 


HUSTLER 


MAY 


MEN WHO CRAVE 


GA! Mags are All Color Hardcore! Everyiiy « 


Mag offered is absolutely Brand New 


and First Quality (no returns or rejects) Sire 


printed on the Finest Paper (heavy, gloss 


paper), Each Mag is 100% Hardcore-ornjmm 


return it within 30 days & your money 
will be reftunded-no questions asked! 


-Premiere Publicationsi—iis 


ORIENTAL ORGASINS No.1 


Available Exclusively From: 


664 NORTH MICHIGAN AVENUE, SUITE 1010-2M40 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611 A5 
Just Circle Selections Below: 

PP1 PP2 PP3 PP4 PPS PPG PP7 PPB PPO PPI0 PPI1 
PPi2 PPI3 PPI4 PPIS PPI6 PPI7 PPIB PPI9 PP20 
; ae ‘ 

* : 


Postage: 1 to6 Mags - $3.00 x 12 to 20 Mags - $4.00 


paella Please Send Item(s) Indicated. 


gen ayia ck eat Service with Cash rm) 
OShip €.0.0. 1 $8 Extra as 


Deposit. 
We jalize in Foreign & Canadian Orders. No C.0.0's. Make 
fa US Foams baby Aad 10% For Guarwasod Denvery 


Name (Print) 

Address/Apt 

City 

Stat 

Fone decay aa a 
oriented material. | am not a postal 
engaged in entrapment. 
Signature/Age/ Dat 


4 ~~ 


Hoparoy 


ps 
ey | | 


CROTCH CRAZY 


— TWENTYNINE 


HOTTEST & HARDEST 
MAGAZINES! 


AVAILABLE FROM THIS AD ONLY! 


OUR SPECIAL PRICES = 
a 


s 
| 8) ¢SPECIAL- ALL29 MAGS FOR $28.71! (onty a9 Ea.1) 
Yn 


USE ENTIRE AD TO ORDER-CHECK PRICES & SELECTIONS ABOVE. 


AS 
P.0. BOX M-827 »* GARY, IN 46401-0827 
RUSH Items Indicated. | Enclose $ Plus Postage. 
OMONEY ORDER OCHECK as Payment in Ful 
OSend C.0.0. | Enclose $5 Extra Plus Postage 
NAME (PRINT) — ~~ 


ADDRESS/APT 


CITY. 


STATE/ZIP 


SIGNATURE/AGE/DATE 
am over 19 years of age & request this material 


BEST PHONE SEX KELLIE’S OF 


(21 3) 854-3425 as (702) 739-1449 


LIVE PHONE SEX 
LAS VEGAS GIALS DO IT BETTER! S . 
24 HRS. ia 

VISA @ M.C. © AM. EXP. 


NO RESTRICTIONS 
OR LIMITATIONS 
DOMINANCE 


SICK PHONE 
DOMINATION! 


ie a 
BIZARRE! 


OVER EIGHTY GIRLS TO CHOOSE 
FROM! ALL RACES, SHAPES, SIZES, AND INTEREST 
FROM STRAIGHT SEX TO WATER SPORTS $20 BETWEEN 2&5 AM 


MALIBU Te A FANTASTIC 
PHONE © FANTASY CONNECTION! 


SEX 


Classy California 
Girls Hot To (i ae) A creative sexy 
girl of your dreams 


GMINA 


212 


. 683-1667 


Get You Off 


Now! a will call you back€? | 
Ye immediately for a| 
(213) Be romantic experience fe ) 7 DAYS « 24 HOURS « VISA * MASTERCARD 
of anything your FOR A BIG SAVINGS SEND $100 for 4 CALLS TO: 
450-1395 HARD desires. ; TSE INC, GPO BOX 1267, NEW YORK, NY 10116 


MC/VISA Puta little in your life! 


YOU READ IT IN 
HUSTLER MAGAZINE 
... HAVE ONE GIRL 
OR TWO... 

DO IT ANY WAY 
YOU LIKE 


WE SERVICE ALL 
SPECIALTIES 


EST 
FANTASE iS 
‘WE GIVE GREAT PHONE’ 


ALL MAJOR CREDIT CARDS 
ACCEPTED. 


124 MAY HUSTLER 


especially talking to some guy er. a 
stiff cock in his hand. 

! wanted to show all of me - 
so you can stick it in 
real hard! 


Let Tiffany share 
your most erotic 
fantasies. 
Enjoy live 
unrestricted 


MC/VISA 24 HOURS 


1-714-261-0400 


conversations. 


My pussy’s 
hot and juicy 
waiting 
for your call. 


CALIFORNIA DREAMIN’? 
_ Reach out and touch a California Dream. 
We're wet, wild, willing, and 

snuggled at home in our beds 

with visions of you 

dancing in our heads. 

(213) 650-8391 


(no minimum) and 
WE PAY MA BELL 
for regular customers. 
Cumfort Home Service by Dial-A-Friend 


ANGEL’S 
PHONE 


Please Cum 
With Me NOW. 


Blue/Clear Ca 
Small Yellow Ca 
Large Black Cap 
Pink Heart 

357 Magnum Tab .. 
Green/Clear Cap... 
Green Spec Tab.... 


White Mole Cap 
Black/Red Ca: 
Large Yellow 


645214 4 


In N.Y. Call (516) 667-8653 


: Persons under medical care 


py pyle 


Erotic Exotic Panties 


Love Sceut 


for those who like to smell, 
taste, or wear our freshly 
worn panties. 


chang 
5 ‘Nympho Nicole ne 
6 pot Sherry the perfume 


7 Grumpy Gertie + 
8 Contrary Mary thought st 


Aquarpio. Ltd. P.0. Box 67807, Los Angeles, Ca 90067 
Please send my Love Scent for just $14.95 @ plus 
$2.00 shipping & handling. Ca. residents add 6% sales tax 
Enclosed; 0 check 0 moneyorder O mastercard O visa 
Name 

Address 

City State Zip 

Card Exp. date 

Signature 


O Nancy O Macho Matt © Grumpy Gertie 
O Connie O Nympho Nicole(X) Contrary Mary 
1 Goldie ( Sweet Sherry 


Please Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery 


LEATHER ° 


THE NAUGHTY LADY'S 
TELEPHONE 
FANTASIES 

MISTRESS ELAINE 

‘STRICT & SENSUOUS 


(212) 807-8123 


NEW YORK 
Wey (212) 929-5056 
DETROIT 


CALL: 3) 445-8740 


CALIFORNIA 
24HourS (213) 436-3881 


LOOKING FOR REAL MEN (ne 


lama21 year old college girl tired of cum quick boys I'm 


not a pro. Just a school girl in need of aman over 21 that 

will fill me with his long lasting love. | have lots of Call us i 
pictures that my younger brother took of me in all kinds or we'll call vot 

of wide open poses, if you know what | mean. I'm just or We I! Call yOu | 
dying to share them with ydu. Please enclose $3.00 to either way 


cover the costs of photos and my fast honest written 
reply. 


HE we guarantee you 
will CUM to love us if 


CHRISSIE KEYS 
P.O. Box 2134 - Short Beach, CT 06405 
P.S. |wantto travel when school is out. Maybe we can get 
together. 


MAJOR CREDIT CARDS * PREPAID DISCOUNTS 


| i 
-714-966-0446 J 


ESCORTS UNLIMITED Women that come to (7: oe ee ee 
you. Chicagoland only! 312-758-0819 


LIVE WIRES 


S FX GAL 1S New York's Hottest Telephone Fantasies 


We have girls all over America 
who want YOUR phone num- 
ber to get off with you over the 
phone 


CALL NOW 


1-314-527-2470 


ane 


Call Cindy Now For A Sizzling 
Hot Conversation 


(212) 741-0971 


ALWAYS OPEN MC/VISA 


747-7802 


24 HOURS « MC « VISA 


_ eee 


TELE-SEX 


Get Off 
Over The Phone 


’'M HOT 
WET AND 
WILD! 


TELL ME 

EVERYTHING 
THAT 

; EXCITES 

you 


Call our sexy ladies, 
or have them cal! you 
BOTH ways will satisfy you 


CALL NOW 
1-618-345-8550 


, on “LET'S GET OFF TOGETHER 
VISA MC (818) 705-2520 


PRERESESESEESESERESEEES SER GEER EN) 


ORDER BY 
MAIL AND 
SAVE OVER 

50%! 


$20 EACH CALL 
3 CALLS ONLY 
$50 


MY PUSSY 
IS MOIST 
AND 
TIGHT 


Girls, Guys, Couples 
& Bi’s names and 
phone numbers in your 
area who want to meet 

LET'S you. Call Eas 
CUM 1-901-327-8811 
TOGETHER 


SEND 
PAYMENT TO 
SUN CIRCLE 
Dept 

18533 Burbank Bivd. 
Suite 1105 
Tarzana, CA 
91356 


a 


Call me for some erotic 
loving over the phone and 
have it your way. 

Call Easy 1-901-327-8008 


CALL ANYTIME 
YOU'RE HORNY 


We will send to you a paid receipt, 
your personal calling code number 
and our hot line phone number 


Continuous Action Stimulants 


P.O. Box 22695, Memphis, TN 38122 


CRETE Cee eeeececeee 


VGA LABS INC. 


2051 Pontius Ave., Dept. HU5-4 

Los Angeles, CA 90025 

(213) 477-2038 

TOLL FREE 1-800-458-4336 
(45-VIDEO) 


Feature Films $69 Each 

Preview Tapes $29 Each or Both for $49. 
FORMAT (I BETA (VHS 

Enclosed is) Check () Money Order 
O) Mastercard (1 VISA 

Card # 
Exp. date 


Indicate Titles By Name 


Subtotal 
CA Res. 6% sales tax —____ 
Shipping (U.P.S.) _$4 

TOTAL 


Signature 
(No order shipped without signoture certifying legal age) 


All tapes 100% guaranteed against manufacturer's de- 
fects if returned within 10 days—they will be replaced title 
for title. Personal checks take 3 weeks to clear. Valid 
Credit Cards and Money Orders processed immediately 
All tapes in mint condition and direct from original manu- 
facturer. All tapes discreetly packaged. 


panned 


Strongest available | 
without a 
prescription! 


CAUTION: Pregnant women, 
persons over 65 and individ- 
uals with high blood pressure. 
heart disease, diabetes or 
thyroid disease should use 
only as directed by a 
physician, Use only as 
directed. This offer 
void where 
prohibited. Z 


Fast Delivery! 
Most orders shipped same day; always 
within 24 hours. Satisfaction guaranteed! 


Ordering Is Easy! 
Simply call in your order. All orders C.0.0 
only via UPS (Cash On Delivery— 
pay UPS when your order is delivered) 
Order Now! 
Jars of 100—$19.95 plus 
handling 
Jars of 1,000—$125.00 
“including shipping 
\ Call Toll-Free! 


1-800-382-3182 
in Ohio— 
1-419-698-2565 
\. Brant Pharmacal 


\ A division of Ello Corporation 
1982, Ello Corporation 


WIN THE BATTLE AGAINST sg 


Stay alert for that long drive 
home. Beat back that tired, 
drowsy feeling during study or 
when you have to keep going. 
Perk up a dreary day in the house 
or at work with the most effective combinations of body stimulants and 
mental alertness aids available without a prescription! Absolute top quality! 
All popular sizes and strengths! 


Sample Amphetrazine™ 


for just $4: 00 


One of each in a special pack. 
One per customer. Pre-paid 
only. 

Brant Pharmacal 

4937 Woodville Road 

Northwood, Ohio 43619 
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Incense 


THE NATION'S HOTTEST PRODUCTS! 


$12.00 
$30.00 
$130.00 


Exact-A-Caine 2gm 
(Yellow Tint) 


$1400.00 


Super-Caine Igm $10.00 
7gm $35.00 
140.00 


Bolivian Rock Igm 0.00 


35,00 
40.00 


Pseudo-Caine 5g 
(Crystalized) 5q $30.00 
loz $150.00 


FAST SERVICE 


TERMS: C.O.D. plus shipping. 
(Cash On Delivery — pay UPS when 
your order is delivered.) Visa and 
M-C accepted. 


I Will Give You 
What You REALLY Need 
Call Me, NOW! 


(714) 261-9421 
(213) 868-9380 


Major Credit Cards 


$1500.00 


$10.00 
$40.00 
$150.00 
$1600.00 


Peruvian Pink 
{Pink Tint) 7gm 


Super Toot 


100% Consistenr 
UU%o CONSIST 


Superior-Caine <g 

Snow White 5g $30.00 
$150.00 

Peruvian Flake 

(Genu ne} be 

loz 


| Order from Main Labs and get the finest 
@ incense in 2-5 days 


.not weeks! 


Main Labs — The nation’s main source 
for top quality and service 

Items not intended for illegal use. 

Offer void where prohibited 


© 1982, Main Labs 


Product Number 
SIZES 25 
100 

1,000 

Quantity 

Free Catalog 


Total Amount Enclosed $ 


The Blast 
That Lasts! 


We have them ALL! 


ONLY $6.00 PER BOTTLE 


TWO FOR $10.00 FIVE FOR $20.00 
PLUS HANDLING 


All orders C.0.D. We ship by UPS within 24 
hours! Visa and M-C accepted 

Main Labs — The nation’s main source for 
top quality and service 


© 1982, Main Labs 


package of 


100; $ 9 29 


25 


1OO; $12.95 


M.A. PHARMACEUTICAL 
1618 NLE. 6th Ave ® Portland “OR 97233 | 
For C.O.D. Call Toll Free 


Name 


+ | free shipping on all] 
pre-pald orders 


Address 


City State Zip. 


Telephone 


4 as Stimulants 
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ER RAMMER 
Hero's just what every 
horny woman wants! A 
vibrating, rock-hard cock 
that never gives up! Not 
only that, but she can 
strap this one on herself 
and do a job on her 
girlfriends 


THE LOVE 
MACHINE 
Look, Mom 
no hands 
Specially 
equipped 
nbrator-diide 
jots you kee 
hands fr 
while th 
one stroke 
and vibrate 
and poke 


her hot 


full of 
pleas 
Suction 


base aoes anywhere 


) 


REAL PUSSY—Nothing | 
more like the real thing’ 
It VIBRATES, STROKES. 
GETS WET LIKE THE 
REAL THING and IT 
EVEN SQUEEZES YOU 
WHEN YOU COME! Your 
ney back if you can 


tell it from a real ant in 
the dark! Ama: and it 
makes you come 
SPURIOUS 
SPANISH 
FLY 
DROPS— A 
+h drop or two 
RNs! in hor drink 
at turn 
her into the 
Wp Perit, 
ahe really 
tte wants to be 
‘’. for you 
c¢ tx 
FLAVOR 
CHERRY 
MINT 
ALL THREE 
te FLAVORS. 


Moxico’s answer 
peleniced betaine 


that ¢ 


SPURIOUS MEXICAN FLY -it's 
to Spurious Spanish Fly, that magical 

vates a mythological sexual Just 
in women that they just cannot resist 


*, MAKE WOMEN HOTTER AND WETTER THAN EVER! 


virgins crumble 


and want more sex, and more bizarre sex than they 


ever 
have to 


All 


ANAL KIT—EVERY 
THING you ever needed 


fo penetrate and enslave 


your lover's asshole! Each 


specially shaped h 

fi different r 

desire and you'll have 
them coming back for 
more "back door™ action 
time and again 


x 


VIBRO COCK RING 


his special attachment 
sits On top of your hard 
wm and vibrates hb 
wollen clit every 
you thrust your big cock 
nside her explosive 
orate 
, ‘ 

‘ vA 


PENISATOR—This 


magical sexual aid not 


+ your cock) but once 
you get big, \t stays onte 
her clitons too’ 


droamed of desiring. Get them all and get all they 
ffer you with Mexican Spurious Spanish Fly! 


WwW AEY AD” 

7 i ay 
an spe 

or «7 

co’ dio 
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sEIP 
fey At 
iw 4 


on? iv 
ry 
sy ae 
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ame any MY sa 
ge sep Ga Au , 
w Aw av da 4 
fey 4 
dle’ sniy Ader 
cay Ate” Alor 
oF nee 
7 May 4 
a” AN 
fer ao Ay 
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>» 


ha 


» 
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VIBRATING ANAL 
PROBE—I's the perfect 
turn-on for you and your 
lover Play with it alone in 
asshole or pussy, or drive 
your lover's ass crazy 
with new desires when 
you start to buez and 
pressunze the ‘G" spot 
or the prostate 


LIGHT HER FIRE—Thi 
Pop Your-Cock” Lighter 

says it all for you when 
you meet a hot young 
thing in a bar. Just wait 
for her to ask for a light 
and then look at the 
expres! in her eves 


hree pleasure 


devices—PENISATOR for 
big cocks and ha 

chts: BEN WA BALLS for 
vagina and anal thrills 
and VIBRILLATOR for 


everywhere else 


(A me 


BLAST— 
Give her 
orgasm af 
ter orgasm 
once you 
put a drop 


i 
<) 


P , or two of 
i this heat It's a full 7 
of passion 
Ba if 
clitoris! 
cates » 
Mi zi 


eS 


ey; 


DOUBLE DONG—bends and fills two un to the bnm 
for the price of one! REGULAR 
DOUBLE DONG WITH VIBRATOR 


HOT, MILKY MAIDENS—Young. 

huge breasts, bursting with super streams 

of hot milk! See their lovers squeeze. pul! and 
suck the milky juices out of life itself! The horniest 
scenes over! THE BOO) 

THE FILMS 


THE VIDEOCASSETTE 


a nn A 


di around your penis. You get her off 
you are getting it up A medically proven 


NUMAN CAN HELP! 
long and |’ 
do is strap it on and squeeze it tight 


wide and all you 
while 


aid to erection and a lasting 
pleasure toy for her as well! 


PREGNANT MAMAS 
Uncensored photos of the 
sexiest, biggest breasted 
bursting with new life 

y ladies ever! Watch as 
these rounded and sen 
sual women stroke their 
enormous breasts, bring 
ing themselves to 4 peak 
of passionate yearning for 
a throbbing cock inside 
them! 


FILL ‘ER 
UP—This 
big suff 
vibrating 
super cock 
looks and 
feels like the real thing 
except it's a whole lot 
bigger! YES. it’s a gigantic 
2” thick and 8° long for 
lasting stretching satisfac 
tion! Requiar Model 


BEN WA BALLS 

Those Oriental women 
aren't wearing gentle 
smiles of contentment 
for nothing! All they do 
is put a pair of Ben Wa 
Balls inside theit pussies 
and rock themselves 
gently back and forth for 
constant orgasmic 
delights! 


Valentine Products, Inc.. PO Box 6400, Newtown, CT 06470 Dept. VN 561 
Please rush me the items listed below. | have enclosed my check, money order or charge info plus $1.95 


per item to cover 


CANADIANS! 4 
722, Niagara Fal 
resident 


DE PRICE P&H 


(am over 18 years of age) 
CITY 


2p 


CT 


MasterCard 


Interbank No. 


tage and handling. CT residents add sales tax 


03368 are 
o plus $ 


ailable tc 
2.50 P&r 


CODE PRICE 


TLC Marke 


P&H TOTAL 


MARILYN MONROE 
(continued from page 116) 


for her and that eventually she'd find him. 

After getting her divorce from Miller 
three months later, on January 20, 1961, 
she drifted into an affair with Frank Sina- 
tra, who felt sorry for her and gave her a 
little French poodle that Marilyn called 
Maf-short for Mafia. Sinatra was good to 
her and good for her at the time, but his 
friendship with DiMaggio made her nerv- 
ous being around him. 

In February 1961 Marilyn was commit- 
ted to New York’s Payne Whitney Hospi- 
tal Psychiatric Clinic to receive help for 
her dependency on sleeping pills and oth- 
er drugs. She had a special fear of places 
like this, since two of her grandparents 
had died in asylums, and her mother had 
spent years in mental institutions. “I’m 
locked up with all these poor nutty peo- 
ple,” she wrote in a letter to her drama 
coach, Lee Strasberg. “I’m sure to end up 
a nut if I stay in this nightmare—please 
help me, Lee.” Her plea was ignored. 

I tried desperately to reach her by 
phone, without succeeding. | heard they 
were giving her shock treatments, cold 
showers, hot baths—anything to ease her 
through withdrawal from all those drugs. 


It was DiMaggio who finally got her out of 


the hospital and back into her apartment. 
But still | couldn’t reach her, because 


by then she had acquired the services of 
Pat Newcomb, a so-called publicity wom- 
an whose real job was to keep Marilyn’s 
name out of the papers—and keep Marilyn 
away from concerned friends like me. 
She was being watched like a caged ani- 


mal. Newcomb had Marilyn eating out of 


her hand-and other parts of her anatomy 
too, from what Marilyn later told me. 

I also discovered that Newcomb had 
been hired and sent “to take care of Mari- 
lyn” by the Kennedys, for whom she had 
previously worked as a secretary. I could 
not imagine why they'd done that until I 
finally got through to Marilyn by phone, 
and she told me the whole story. 

She didn’t remember exactly where or 
when, but she had been introduced to the 
President by our old friend Peter Law- 
ford—probably at one of the swinger par- 
ties she used to attend at Lawford’s house 
in Santa Monica. There were always 
hookers present, she said, along with 
plenty of booze and lots of poppers in the 
ashtrays. Lawford would supply her with 
any kind of pills she desired. 

Marilyn really fell for Jack Kennedy, 
saying he made love “just like a rabbit.” 
They met only a few times—once at Bing 
Crosby's house in Palm Springs, where 
they skinny-dipped in the pool together. 
But she began to convince herself that she 
was in love with the guy. In Marilyn’s un- 
balanced condition, half doped-out most 


* You'll be drunk with desire when you 
see the intoxicating women in the May 
CHIC. BRETT is eager to share some 
whiskey and good times with you IN THE 
GREEN ROOM. And you can also have 
J.B., CHIC’s gorgeous covergirl, either 
STRAIGHT UP-OR ON THE ROCKS. 
Then spend some time drinking in the 
SUN*SATIONAL beauty of MARIANNE. 

* Danger and death stalk the merce- 
naries battling for wealthy plantation 
owners and the CIA in the tropical jun- 
gles of Central America. Their lives are 
not the romantic myth of Hollywood 
bravery, but the blood-stained existence 
of soldiers of fortune: men who've given 
up the 9-to-5 rat race to go to war for the 
highest bidder. 

* Hacksaw Jones is a criminal without 
equal, the best when it comes to busting 


out Of | prisons, Turning pens into handcuff keys, fooling guards with wax dummies, 
this legendary gentleman thief has escaped from custody an amazing 14 times. A 
very special profile reveals the methods of this master escape artist. 

* Since time began, the secret of arousing sexual desire has been eagerly sought 
by kings and peasants alike. Would-be lovers have put their faith in magic spells, 
mystical potions, exotic plants and rare animals in their search for a way to ignite 
uncontrollable lust. You'll learn what works and what's safe in this fascinating guide 


to aphrodisiacs. 


* Plus: DOPE relays the depressing facts about downers, SEX LIFE explains the 
benefits of overlooking sex-role stereotypes, MUSIC NOTES presents the 2nd An- 
nual CHIC Music Awards, and ODDS & ENDS surveys the bizarre and ridiculous. 


__MAY CHIC ON SALE NOW! 


of the time, she began to fantasize that 
some way, someday, he was going to get 
divorced, and he'd marry her, and she’d 
be the First Lady. 

After she started calling him at the 
White House at all hours of the day and 
night, Jackie Kennedy finally phoned 
Marilyn in Los Angeles and confronted 
her. When Marilyn confessed that she was 
in love with JFK, Jac kie said, “Then marry 
him. If that’s what you want, I'll rip this 
thing open and get a very public divorce. 
If that’s not what you want, then forget 
about him here and now. 

Kennedy didn’t want any part of a polit- 
ically disastrous divorce, and he didn't 
want any part of Marilyn by then either; 
their affair had only been a lark for him 
from the beginning. But she wouldn't 
take no for an answer and kept making a 
pest of herself. The President finally sent 
somebody to Los Angeles to cool her out 
once and for all-his brother Bobby. 

Marilyn met Bobby at one of Lawford’s 
parties. At first he talked about Jack, say- 
ing that the President was a very busy 
man, that he had the country to run, that 
in any case he was married and intended 
to stay that way and that it was time to for- 
get about him. While Bobby was saying all 
this, of course, he had his hands in her 
pants. Lawford had her so stoned, she 
didn’t have any idea what was going on. 

Before long, Bobby would have her cli- 
toris ringing, and they'd be off to the bed- 
room for the rest of the night. Right away 
the affair got very heavy, and they started 
seeing a lot of each other over the next 
few weeks. Pretty soon she told me she 
was in love with Aim. It was almost as if she 
couldn't tell the difference between Bob- 
by and his brother. 

She was so drugged most of the time 
that she slurred her words whenever she 
called me. It was really pathetic. 

Around this time she was thrown off 
the movie she was making—Something’s 
Gotta Give-because she was too drugged 
out and emotionally unstable to work. I 
told her to get off that garbage and get 
away from all those pimps and users who 
were taking advantage of her, or her life 
as well as her career were going to go 
down the drain. 

Everything came toa head on August 4, 
1962, the night Marilyn decided to throw 
what she called “a buffet party” for Bobby 
and his friends. She told me on the phone 
before the party that she had made guaca- 
mole and stuffed mushrooms, and she was 
really looking forward to it. 

Later she said that Kennedy and Law- 
ford kind of hustled her through the par- 
ty and cleared the people out. Then Law- 
ford said, “Let's go to my place.” He had 
arranged for several prostitutes to be 
there and told Marilyn that everyone 

(continued on page 134) 
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I}lustration by John Andrews 


o I'ma bus driver—what of 

it? It don’t make me a mo- 

ron. I'm going to night 
school at the local university, 
and I'll be getting my degree ina 
couple of years. But when people 
look at me, they just see a dumb- 
fuck, bus-driving nigger like all 
the other dumb-fuck, bus-driv- 
ing niggers out there. 

Every day I drive 12 pretty 
Catholic girls to their high 
school, and they always used 
to ignore me as if I were an 
animal. I’d see them in my rear- 
view mirror, dressed in their 
blue-and-white uniforms, those 
long, thin legs sticking out of their 
skirts like invitations, and I 
couldn't help but get ideas. 

It took all of my willpower and 
concentration to stop myself 
from throwing one of them on 
the ground, ripping her frilly 
white panties off (I’ve snuck a 
peek at them) and fucking the 
bejeezus out of her. 

It got worse on the ride home; 
I'd have drunk a couple of beers 
on my lunch break to cool myself 
off, and my thoughts would be 
loosened up by the alcohol. 
While I was driving, I'd begin to 
fantasize about those luscious lit- 
tle nymphets—two or three of 
them at a time—jumping on me 
and performing all sorts of nasty acts on my big black body. 

But one day all this changed-their so-called innocence and 
my frustration. 

The tire blew out at the worst possible place; I'd already 
dropped off most of my passengers, and the last five lived way 
out in the country, miles from any gas stations or tow trucks. It 
looked as if I'd have to fix the flat myself; so I told the girls that 
it would be a little while and that they'd better make them- 
selves comfortable. ‘They all got off the bus and began playing 
around in the sunny field by the side of the road. Meanwhile | 
took off my shirt and began changing the tire. It was grueling 


HUSTLER MAY 


BY THOMAS JEFFERSON DAVIS 


Kinky Korner is written by our readers-one person's report on 
his or her personal kink. We do not necessarily support the va- 
lidity of every statement made here or agree with the writer's 
opinions. Our purpose is to present honest sexual experiences 
that will help to open a healthy dialogue among our readers. 
HUSTLER will pay $100 on publication for seven-page, 
double-spaced-typed or neatly handwritten-manuscripts. 
And please include a stamped, self-addressed envelope. 


work, and by the time I finished, 
I was covered in a glistening coat 
of sweat. I went back into the bus 
to relax a little. 

Suddenly, there was a knock, 
and I saw one of the girls, Becky, 
standing outside with nothing on 
but her bra and panties. My 
mouth dropped wide open. She 
was an angel: Her skin was white 

as ivory and as fair as her pale- 
blond hair. Her sapphire-blue 
eyes shone brightly, and she 
had luscious cupcake breasts 
that I wanted to pop into my 
mouth and devour in a single bite. 

I opened the doors, and Becky 
tiptoed into the bus. She said that 
she and all the other girls had 
been sunbathing and that it had 
gotten too hot; so she’d come 
back to the bus, She began to 
softly run her fingers down my 
bicep; then she pulled me out to 
the field with the rest of them. 

It was like a sheikh’s garden: 
The four others lay naked in the 
grass, their clothes thrown into 
piles beside them. Kim, a seduc- 
tive redhead I'd often eyed in 
the rearview mirror, was gently 
rubbing suntan lotion on her 
friend Shelly’s stomach. The 
other two, Jill and Janet, had 
their eyes closed and were busy 
soaking up the warm sunshine. 

Becky quickly slipped out of her underthings, and I nearly 
came in my jeans right there; her pubic hair was so light that it 
seemed almost transparent, and it made her look as if she hada 
shaved cunt. The bulge in my pants got even bigger. 

The other girls ran up to us. Five perfect nymphs danced 
around me. Each one looked as sweet as honey—and as horny as 
a sailor on shore leave. Their nipples were erect and pointing 
at me like bullets. Ten delicate hands began to stroke my chest 
and tug at my pants. When my cock burst out of my pants like a 
bull, the girls gasped; they'd never seen one so big! My cock 
head reared at them like a cobra, a drop of cum bubbling up at 
131 


the tip. Becky dropped to the ground and 
ran her soft tongue up and down my pole. 
My knees were shaking as her red lips 
wrapped around my black rod. 

Becky swallowed the first few inches, 
and her cheeks bulged out. Her tongue 
snaked around the head, and her hands 
pumped at the shaft. I groaned. I could 
feel the cum swelling in my balls. It felt so 
good that I couldn’t help myself; | 
grabbed Becky’s head and shoved it far- 
ther down onto my cock. 

She almost gagged when I began furi- 
ously working her head up and down on 
my monster dong. Drops of saliva dripped 
down her chin and onto the ground. My 
cock swelled up. I pulled it out of Becky’s 
mouth and began to squirt cum all over 
her sweet face. The other girls squealed 
and started licking it off her cheeks, nose 
and lips. They pushed Becky onto the 
grass, and their four pink tongues began 
to wander all over her skin. 

Becky let out a moan of delight as Kim 
worked her tongue into Becky’s bare cunt 
and sucked on her ripe, pink clit. Jill and 
Janet each took one of Becky’s breasts 
into their mouths. Shelly straddled Bec- 
ky’s head and pushed her tender twat into 
Becky's face, riding her like a horse. 

Becky gave a muffled cry into Shelly's 
cunt and began to buck and moan, grind- 
ing her hips against Kim’s face and wrap- 
ping her legs around Kim’s head. Becky 
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came with a shudder, and a crimson blush 
swept across her white skin like a sun- 
burn. Jill and Janet giggled and pulled 
Shelly off of Becky; the three of them be- 
gan rolling around in the grass—legs en- 
tangled, arms entwined, lips stuck togeth- 
er with saliva and lipstick. 

Kim received the first taste of my now- 
hard manhood. She grabbed my cock in 
her tiny hands and lay back on the 
ground, spreading her legs and inviting 
me to enter her fiery pussy. 

I hovered over her like a big black 
storm cloud, my cock poised above her 


crack like a lightning bolt. With a clap of 


thunder I fell on her, my dick barreling 
into her. But she was tighter than a vise, 
and I could get only an inch or so in. She 
groaned-I was too big for her! I gained 
another inch. ‘Tears were trickling down 
Kim’s cheeks, but she begged for more. 
She wanted all of me. 

I jammed into her again and squeezed 
in another two inches. It felt as if I were 
ripping Kim in half with each thrust, but 
when her vagina clamped down on my 
dick, I just went crazy. I pounded into her 
over and over again. I didn’t care that she 
was screaming; I had to get it in. 

1 got a hand under each of her sweet 
cheeks, and with one gigantic shove I bur- 
ied myself up to the hilt until my dick was 
hitting rock bottom on each thrust. Our 
fucking got faster and faster. 
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I suddenly felt something from behind 
and glanced over my shoulders: There 
was Becky with a votive candle in her 
hands. She had stuffed it up her cunt to 
coat it in her juices, and now she was try- 
ing to force it up my asshole. 

I went berserk! I began pounding Kim 
into the ground like a hammer driving in 
a nail. She grunted with each thrust. Inch 
by inch, Becky was burying the candle up 
my behind, and it felt incredible. The far- 
ther it went in, the harder my dick be- 
came, until it began to balloon up, and I 
knew I was going to explode again. 

Kim was screaming for mercy; she start- 
ed coming over and over again. Her skin 
had turned as bright red as her hair, and 
her legs were shivering uncontrollably. 
With a roar | burst inside her. My cum 
squirted out of her crack and down our 
legs, flowing out onto the ground and 
forming a puddle under Kim’s ass. 

Becky pulled the candle out of my ass 
with a pop and then went over to join the 
other girls, who were still tied up ina daisy 
chain, eating each other out. 

Alone with Kim, I stared into her beau- 
tiful green eyes and smiled. She looked so 
lovely that it made my heart race. 

I drove the girls home later than usual, 
but their parents believed my story about 
the flat tire. After all, it was halfway true, 
wasn’t it? Besides, I’m just a bus driver; no 
one would ever want me, would they? @ 
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. We regretfully report that there is apparently no intelligent life on this planet.” 
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THE WORLD'S MOST 
ARRESTED SEX NEWSPAPER 


While SCREW slaps the muffs on its readers with 
the world’s raunchiest smut, unrivaled reviews 
and sex news, the law has slapped the cuffs on 
us at every turn. SCREW publisher and porn per- — 
petrator extraordinaire, Al Goldstein, fends off : 
threats to sexual and press freedoms while 
other magazines just sit back and wait for the 
smoke to clear. Whether it’s fighting an obscen- 
ity bust in New York City or prevailing over 
the death-grip of Federal conspiracy charges, 
SCREW has paved the way for its followers and 
still brings its readers the most explicit photos, 
the most outrageous coverage and the most 
brazen political commentary of any sexual 
media. 

Meanwhile, back at the SCREW lockup, Gold- 
stein’s handpicked gang of sexually arrested 
misfits and deviants fill the pages of SCREW 
with the most felonious fuck shots, satire that’s 
unlawful in several states, downright criminal 
cooze reviews and sex news that'll keep you out 
of the slammer. So give yourself some time off 
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MARILYN MONROE 
(continued from page 130) 


would have a really great time. 

That’s when Marilyn suddenly realized 
that she was being used. So she put her 
foot down and said, “No, I'm not going,” 
insisting that Bobby had agreed to stay 
with her that night. But Bobby then said 
he wanted to go back to Lawford’s—with 
her or without her. She became hysteri- 
cal, and things got worse when Bobby told 
her that she was going to have to leave 
both Jack and him alone. 

Then she really flipped out, thrashing 
around totally out of control. They wres- 
tled her to the floor, and in the ensuing 
struggle one of them kicked her in the 
ribs. When Lawford put his hand over her 
mouth, she bit it. 

At Bobby’s request, Lawford sum- 
moned Dr. Ralph Greenson, who gave 
Marilyn a shot to calm her down. Then 
they left her in the care of the housekeep- 
er and took off for Lawford’s place. 
About ten minutes later she called and 
told me what had happened. 

I was appalled. | asked her how many 
pills she’d taken, but she couldn't remem- 
ber. She was slurring her words again, 
getting too sleepy to talk. She seemed 
dreamy, almost happy—despite every- 
thing. I'll never forget her final words to 
me: “Take care of yourself.” [t was the last 
time I ever spoke to her, and from what 
the record shows, it was the last time she 
ever spoke to anybody. 

I was in the car heading toward Malibu 
at eight the next morning when the news 
came over the radio: “Marilyn Monroe 
found dead, victim of an apparent suicide 
or accidental death.” I felt a hot rush from 
my toes to my fingertips. Pulling the car 
off to the side of the road, | sat there in 
shock. /t couldn't be true! But it was. I want- 
ed to kill Lawford and the whole Kennedy 
clan, plus a few other perverted bastards I 
could name. 

* * * 

There will always be numerous mys- 
teries surrounding the life—and especially 
the death-of Marilyn Monroe. Like the 
bizarre tales that surfaced following the 
deaths of actor James Dean and President 
Kennedy, insisting that they never really 
died, some people contend that Marilyn 
herself is still alive—quite possibly working 
as a waitress in the Pacific Northwest. In 
any case, at this point she is beyond our 
reach—and the reach of those who exploit- 
ed and destroyed her. 

Twenty-two years have now passed 
since I heard the news of her death. My 
bitterness has faded along with the golden 
glow that seemed to surround her. So 
good night, Norma Jean. I will visit your 
grave every year when the leaves are 
changing color—and I will remember you 


always. j5 
MAY HUSTLER 


HUSTLE 


June issue on sale April 19, 1984 


SPECIAL PRISON ISSUE 

Convicted criminals in America aren't only locked up, they're 
locked away and forgotten, left to rot in prisons where violence is a 
terrifying reality and rehabilitation is a cruel joke at their expense. 
HUSTLER devotes its,June issue to the hideous problems of our na- 
tion’s penal systems and exposes the inhumane existence convicts 
are forced to endure. Since our first prison issue in May 1977, 
things have worsened dramatically, and HUSTLER reveals why 
changes must be made soon—before it’s too late. 


WHOLLY EROTIC, BATMAN 

When Burt Ward (who played Robin in TV's campy Batman series) 
accepted our invitation to direct HUSTLER'’s 6th Celebrity Photo-Fan- 
tasy, we didn’t know what to expect. As it turned out, we had no 
cause for concern—after dealing with the Joker, Catwoman and the 
Penguin, our photographers were a piece of cake for this half of the 
Dynamic Duo. And we think you'll agree that Burt's fantasy proves 
you can’t judge a superhero by the color of his cape. 


AMERICA’S PRISONS: A NATIONAL DISGRACE 

This country’s correctional facilities are overcrowded cages in 
which idleness, racial friction and despair fuel the inmates’ smol- 
dering rage. Already that fury has exploded into riots of mindless 
violence at Attica and in New Mexico, where rampaging inmates at- 
tacked their guards and then turned on each other. Writer Pablo F. 
Fenjves goes inside what have literally become schools for crime 
and reports on the shocking conditions behind prison walls. 


AND THERE’S MORE 

Read an eye-opening recollection of incarceration in the Golden 
State from someone who has spent half his life in California prisons. 
And learn how one ingenious inmate avoided becoming meat for 
sex—but fell in love with an inflatable love doll. Plus you'll find the 
special women who always grace the pages of HUSTLER waiting 
for you in the June issue of the world’s greatest magazine. 
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